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Welcome to our latest and greatest issue of 
Roctober! We're super excited at the Roctober 
complex because 2012 marks our 20” 
anniversary and we are planning a yearlong 
celebration to take place between (R)October 
"11 and (R)October "12, starting with this fall’s 
release of both Roctober #50, our massive all- 
updates issue, and the release of the amazing 
Flying Saucers Rock n Roll, a collection of the 
best interviews from our first two decades, 
illustrated by King Merinuk. So you would 
think we'd be slacking on the current ish cuz we 
have so much future shock planned (did I 
mention a comix compilation? An LP? An art 
show? A festival?). But heck naw! This issue is 
cherry! We dissect Danzig, we fly with Captain 
Sky, we hassle hardcore heroes from TSOL, 
Zero Boys, & the Knots, we publish some 
vintage photos whose awesomeness is only 
matched by their backstory. Then we travel to 
France, Japan, London, Memphis, and Ft. 
Myers, Florida! We hang with old friends like 
Gentleman John, Punk’nhead, Rockin’ Ace, 
Gary Pig Gold, and MORE! We even let Chris 
Ware’s daughter Clara put him to art shame 
with her illustrated assessment of Tiny Tim. 
Please enjoy this issue...and tell your friends! 
It’s getting harder to keep paper pages in your 
Facebook-sullied hands these days, so all you 
print fans please buy some gift subscriptions, go 
to www.roctober.com and order back issues, tell 
your fave labels and stores to advertise, or just 
send us a bunch of money just cause your trust 
fund or lottery winnings are getting itchy. But 
for now, forget all that real world bills and 
mortgages stuff and get ready for a righteous 
read...ladies and gentleman, boys and girls, I 
give you the gnarliest issue of Roctober ever! 
Enjoy! 


ONLY THE STRONG SUBSCRIBE 


Get the next 3 issues of Roctober for only 
$10, or the next 6 for $20. The price goes 
up next issue so please act now!!! Send 
checks/concealed cash to: Jake Austen 
1507 E. 53™ St. #617 Chicago, IL 60615 
or paypal to jake@roctober.com 
ADVERTISE IN NEXT ISSUE: 
Our next issue is NUMBER 50! It will be a 
huge and awesome and you want to advertise in 
it! Maybe you could even take out some of 
those lavish full color ads congratulating us on 
turning 20 like they would do for Liberace or 
Motown in Variety when they had milestones . 
Here’s how: Roctober #50 deadline for ad 








copy is September 1, 2011. PLEASE E-MAIL P. 
Porcellino 
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REVIEW POLICY: REVIEW POLICIES: We will 
review EVERYTHING physically submitted, in any 
format (vinyl, CD, cassette, 8-track, wax cylinder, 
DVD, VHS, Beta, videogame, book, magazine, 
zine, cake, bucket of chicken, etc.) For music our 
kingly tastes make us like vinyl the best and we 
will probably think you are cooler if you send 
your release on vinyl. We do review some digital 
submissions/downloads, but it is not a 
guarantee. But if you throw it on a cheap CD-R 
and mail it to us it will definitely be reviewed. For 
periodicals/zines/comix/magazines we may not 
review every issue but we will run a new, 
different review in each issue of Roctober if you 
keep sending it. All reviews will appear online at 
http://roctoberreviews. blogspot.com and in print. 
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MY MOTHER WORE 
COMBAT BOOTS 


Meet Mary-Colette Illarde - 


The Best Mom in Punk Rock History! 
(all photos ©2011 MCI) 
As the first and second wave of punk rockers approach AARP age, 
memories start to fade and blur. But if you attended hardcore shows in 
early 80s Chicago there’s one sight you'll likely never forget: a cherubic 
12-year old in oversized glasses proudly accompanied by his combat 
boot-bearing mom, a prideful parent in her early forties, joyfully 
snapping photos of hardcore heroes and pumped up pitdwellers. 

Mary-Colette Illarde, according to her son Anthony, was a “quasi- 
beatnik” and jazz fan in her youth, who was “always kind of a misfit, 
never the housewife type.” A super supportive mom, she brought her 
dance-obsessed daughter to ballets and Kabuki theater, and in the late 70s 
when adolescent Anthony showed interest in music she began taking him 
to see KISS, Queen, and Alice Cooper (they even hung around the 
backstage door to meet Alice). In 1980 12-year old Anthony fell under 
the spell of punk rock, and Mary-Colette was soon bringing him to see 
the Ramones, Iggy, Devo, and the Plasmatics. “She was a Bowie fan,” he 
recalls, “so punk rock didn’t phase her.” When her son became involved 
in the local hardcore scene she began taking him to see bands like Strike 
Under and the Effigies. Though she didn’t dig all the bands (Black Flag 
wasn’t her cup of tea, especially after witnessing Chuck Dukowski bash a 
bouncer with his bass), she loved acts like Naked Raygun and Bauhaus 
(whose Chicago debut the mother-son tandem did not attend because of 
the exorbitant $7 cover charge). Though Anthony was a pre-teen, Mary- 
Colette made sure he always saw his favorite bands. When the show was 
grownups only she’d call ahead and talk his way in. That worked 
surprisingly often, and when it didn’t she arranged for them to attend the 
soundcheck. This is how Anthony saw bands like Fear and, memorably, 
the Misfits. The Jersey devils were playing at a club on Sheridan that was 
actually called Misfits. Mary-Colette began snapping shots of the band, 
sans makeup and costumes, Danzig’s devilock ungreased. “He was not 
happy about it, I’ll never forget, he called her a ‘stupid shit,’” Anthony 
recalls. “She stared him down until he put on a fake smile. She stared 
down Glenn, which was pretty good!” When Anthony began playing 
drums in Rights of the Accused in ‘82 Mary-Colette attended shows as 
their official chaperone, which allowed them to play 21-and-over venues. 

Mary-Colette had no training as a photographer but she had a good 
camera and a nice eye, which not only resulted in fine family photos, but 
also amazing images she captured when accompanying her son to some 
of the most legendary hardcore shows in Chicago history (though many 
proved to be family photos as well, as she delighted in getting Anthony in 
frame; that’s him in the army jacket in front of H.R.). Her sense of 
composition and connection (via her son’s passion) to the subject matter 
paid off artistically. Her photos of a kinetic Henry Rollins fronting Black 
Flag in 1981 are (not surprisingly) dynamic, but what is more impressive 
is her almost blissful shot of Rollins breaking character by warmly 
smiling as fans sing along. (Note: the shirtless photos are oddly enough 
from a shirt-free soundcheck). Her portraits of Bad Brains in action 
capture the complex personalities of that pioneering band. Mary-Colette’s 
photos occasionally ran in her son’s zines, Submission (*81-82) and Rave 
Up (‘82-84), publications he started after his mom got him into the world 
of diy. publishing by introducing him to a co-worker who wrote for 
Coolest Retard, the first zine young Anthony ever saw. 

Mary-Colette Illarde passed away in 1987, succumbing to a Hodgkin's 
related complications. That same weekend a flood in the family basement 
destroyed most of her photos. Anthony managed to salvage a small 
portion of them, of which he generously share a few with us. Though 
these photos capture some magical moments from one of the most 
exciting chapters in American underground music, perhaps the most 
amazing aspect of these shots is the woman behind the camera: the best 
mom in punk rock history! 
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1* Row: (L) Naked Raygun/ Rights 
Of The Accused gig at Cubby Bear 
July 1983 (cited by Dave Grohl as his 
first show, accompanied by his cousin 
Tracey) L-R (on stage) Jeff Pezzati, 
Santiago Durango (in crowd) Matt 
Diehl, Jay Yuenger, Tracey Bradford, 
Mike O'Connell. (R) The Damned at 
C.O.D. February 21, 1982 

2™ Row: (L) Rights Of The Accused 
first ever gig, Cubby Bear July 23, 
1982. (R) January 1, 1983 Dunkin’ 
Donuts, Milwaukee. Anthony: “We 
had driven up to see the New Year's 
gig with Die Kreuzen & Sacred Order. 
This was after the show at about 2AM; 
we ended up sleeping at the Die 
Kreuzen house where | lost my 
retainer under the refrigerator.” L-R: 
Alan Jones, Steve Stepe, Barry Stepe, 
Chopper Stepe, Steve Smith, Anthony 
Illarde, Ron Smith. 

3 Row: (L) Die Kruezen, Milwaukee 
December 31, 1982. (R) Mary- 
Collette and Any Williams 








FOUR NEW WAYS TO DIE 


Don’t miss K-HOLES * PEOPLES TEMPLE * HAPPY THOUGHTS and MICKEY at the HoZac BLACKOUT FEST! 


THE PEOPLES TEMPLE 





SMS OF STONE 


K-HOLES - s/t debut LP PEOPLES TEMPLE - Sons of Stone LP 








HAPPY THOUGHTS - Ad debut LP MICKEY - Rock'n Roll Dreamer LP 
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by James Porter and Jake Austen (color art: Turtel Onli) 
For a man who claims to have bypassed the club scene to get to 
the auditoriums, Captain Sky sure did know his way around the 
stage. In the early months of 1979, "Wonder Worm" dominated 
the airwaves of black radio, third only to Chic's "Le Freak" and 
Parliament's "Aqua Boogie,” and the Captain made his lone TV 
appearance, stealing the Soul Train spotlight from Peaches & 
Herb (on their way back) and Brass Construction (on their way 
out). Gliding around the set in a caped, skintight, white jumpsuit, 
carrying a glistening silver shield, Captain Sky looked exactly 
the way you'd expect a Captain Sky to look, and his ambiguously 
lascivious lyrics made it clear that this was a superhero who 
wants to “make it feel so good” more than he wants to save the 
day (during the interview segment with host Don Cornelius, he 
even threw in a reference to the Continental Hyatt, the infamous 
Los Angeles "party hotel" where he was staying). 

The song itself was a toned-down take on the P-Funk sound, 
which was dead obvious whenever some DJ would spin this back 
to back with a Parliament track, But while the Captain, like 
George Clinton, had a definite concept in mind, he wasn't trying 
to hitch a ride on the Mothership. "A lot of people made that 
association, and I had no problem with it, but I think that I 
always tried to focus on being well-rounded," the Captain now 
says. Captain Sky can be seen as the last gasp of Chicago’s 
60s/70s black music explosion (Robert Pruter closes the book 
Chicago Soul by briefly discussing Sky and a handful of his early 
80s contemporaries). By the time his first album was released 
(1978's “The Adventures of Captain Sky”), it was smack dab in 
the middle of disco, trends were shifting, names were dropping 
off the scene, and Chicago’s vast array of local labels had 
dwindled to a scattered few. "There really wasn't a great 
presence," the Captain now says. "Carl Davis had a few acts over 
on his label (Chi-Sound), Heaven & Earth were around at that 
time. Chicago wasn’t really been a hotbed for live acts in R&B. 
Lotta jazz, lotta blues, but no R&B. Back in the day, yes, when 
the old Regal Theater was going at King Drive,” Sky explained, 
referencing the music and movie palace that was Chicago's 
equivalent of Harlem's Apollo, presenting dazzling black talent 
from the 1920s until shortly before its early 70s demolition. “But 
the clubs,” Sky laments, “did not showcase R&B acts after that 
point." So if the clubs didn’t need a Captain Sky, Captain Sky 
didn’t need the clubs. “As far as (my) new sound, it had 
transcended into a whole ‘nother level...1 knew I wanted to do 
some auditoriums, theaters, I wanted to reach a little higher. I 
wanted to be Captain Sky.” 

The Captain made his earthly debut on July 10, 1957 as Daryl 





Cameron, a Chicago's Southsider who would be drawn to music 
at a young age. "I started around age eleven,” Cameron recalls, “I 
was singing, then I started playing guitar. I was just always really 
exposed to a lot of music, there was always music playing around 
the household, and I just loved listening to R&B." While he went 
through the familiar patterns of playing in bands as a teenager, 
none of those groups made records. Not till Cameron devised the 
Captain Sky concept did he release any product. "Daryl Cameron 
created Captain Sky,” the musician explains. “The name means 
‘height’ and ‘authority. I'm like 6'6 - so I've always been a tall 
guy. But moreso, the meaning of it was to have high levels of 
quality and have authority. It had to be assertive so that it would 
be well received by the audience." 
Though he saw himself heralding the dawn of a new era in 
Chicago black music, Cameron had ties to Chi-town’s classic 
soul scene. “My first manager was Eddie Thomas. He's a legend 
as far as promoting, he was involved with Curtis Mayfield, the 
Impressions, Jerry Butler, the Independents. Eddie had a great 
reputation of being a guy that didn't say no when it came to 
promoting his artists. I went into his office, placed my project 
with him. He loved it, and he wanted to go with it." 
Thomas is a fascinating unsung hero in Chicago R&B history. 
He recalls entering the business sideways. In the late 1950s he 
worked parking cars at the Chez Paree when a teen vocal group 
approached him, the only other African American they saw 
working at the legendary supper club. They asked if he could get 
them on the bill opening for Sammy Davis Jr., and he got rid of 
the kids by saying he'd need to hear a recording of them, a near 
impossibility in those days. When they somehow returned the 
next week with a tape he agreed to try to help then, and soon met 
the talented group they shared rehearsal space with in the Cabrini 
Homes housing project (later expanded to become the infamous 
Cabrini-Green). Thomas became fully committed to becoming a 
talent manager when he heard Curtis Mayfield, Jerry Butler, and 
their group the Roosters singing. He convinced them to change 
their names to the Impressions, and began a decades-long 
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Eddie Thomas, circa 1971 

relationship that included a partnership with Mayfield in the 
Curtom label (Curtis+Thomas). But the greatest talent he 
discovered he had in the music business was promotion. He was 
a natural at schmoozing deejays around the country, forging 
relationships, and pulling in favors. And there is no question that 
the success of Sky’s first album had a great deal to do with 
Thomas’ tireless promotion. 

Around the time Cameron and Thomas hooked up, the AVI label 
in Los Angeles was earning notoriety as a disco label, with acts 
like El Coco and Le Pamplemousse. They would go on to sign 
quite a few Chicago acts, but Captain Sky preceded them all. "I 
was probably the first R&B act signed by AVI," the artist recalls. 
Lowrell Simon and Casper came after me. There was Davis 
Import and some groups after that. When I went to AVI there 
were two major artists that they were promoting heavily. That 
was my project and Liberace." (AVI was formed by longtime- 
Liberace manager Seymour Heller) After the "project," as 
Cameron/Sky terms it, got off the drawing board, he wasted no 
time in getting an act together. Though he limited his stage props 
to a fog machine and special lighting, he didn’t skimp on 
costumes. The white cape seen on the back cover of his first 
album (“The Adventures Of Captain Sky”, AVI 1978) "was the 
first Captain Sky costume that I had made. After that, a designer 
in L.A., Dexter Griffin, was responsible for my costumes. Dexter 
did the costuming for Rick James and Bootsy Collins, as well.” 
Though he shared a designer and some aesthetics with the P- 
Funk mob, his recorded work proves Cameron was far from a 
Clone of Dr. Funkenstein. “The Adventures of Captain Sky” 
opens with a “Saturday Night Move-Ease,” an eight-minute 
funky dance song (that features “the Captain” as a character) 
which has some Bootsy and P-Funk elements, but is as much 
slightly off-kilter disco as it is funk. Cameron devotes the rest of 
side | to the epic, groovy “Super Sporm” (pronounced “Sperm” 
despite the spelling). The awesome track combines two big 
dancefloor moves of the time. "There was a dance back in the 





day called the Spank, and of course there was a dance called the 
Worm,” Cameron explains, “Actually, back then, and even now, 
anything with sexual connotations does well. I did get some 
raised eyebrows..." And a few residual checks as well; according 
to the Captain, the track was later sampled by a long list of hip- 
hop acts, including Doug E. Fresh, Salt 'N' Pepa, Grandmaster 
Flash, and others. At least two bonafide hip hop classics, Boogie 
Down Productions’ “Super Hoe” and Public Enemy’s “You're 
Gonna Get Yours,” feature a “Super Sporm” sample. 

Side two features the joyful thirteen-minute absurdist “Wonder 
Worm” (which is also designed to launch a new dance craze). 
But more notable may be the radio friendly R&B tune “Can’t 
Stop Now” and the slow jam “Now That I Have You.” In some 
ways Sky was musically mainstream than the 
Parliament/Funkadelic mob. "I have great respect for George 
(Clinton), and what he did conceptually. But on my albums there 
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were ballads. I've never heard P-Funk or any of those groups do 
a ballad. That was probably one of the things I did that wasn't 
similar to the P-Funk thing. It's kind of like when you open a 
good book, you always want to have an attention-getter, 
something that's gonna draw you in. That was my drawing card." 
It wasn't long before the second LP, “Pop Goes The Captain” 
(AVI, 1979) hit the streets. From the outside, it looked like a 
calculated attempt to attract the white market, between the title 
and the back-cover cartoon featuring some braided brother 
declaring, "Wait till the punks hear about this..." While Sky 
recalls that the lead-off track, "Moonchild," did get exposed on 
the Rate-A-Record segment of the American Bandstand TV 
program, the LP seemed more like a logical continuation of the 
first, a nuanced exploration of black dancefloor music and blue 
light in the basement ballads. And as far as the reference to the 
punks, this was not an attempt to answer the new wave 
movement. "Rick James had a sound called punk-funk," 
Camderon says. "It wasn't really considered to be a negative or 
anything coming from an ego standpoint, it was kinda just 
something to draw more interest to it. I never really looked at it 
as a competition with any other artists. I ran into Rick James at a 
party after one of his concerts, and I actually did some shows 
with George Clinton, and got an opportunity to spend some time 
with him in the studio when he would come to Chicago. Prior to 
me releasing my first record, they had the big Funk Fest here in 
Chicago and I was with them all weekend. | rode around with 
them to stores, I hung around with them backstage. I think, on 
one of George Clinton's albums, he had a cartoon depicting me 
as ‘Captain Try.’ I got a kick out of that!” 

On the 1979 Funkadelic LP “Uncle Jam Wants You” Chicago 
cartoonist/P-Funk gatefold artist/Roctober contributor Pedro Bell 
depicted “copycat archfunk villains” Captain Try, Trick James, 
the A.Z.Z. Band, and George Dookie (Rick James, Dazz Band 
and George Duke) toiling in a “secret cloning studio,” with the 
Captain’s costumed doppelganger berating a bassist to “Play da 
Bootsy style or your butt is fired!” That Bell saw Cameron in the 
same league as these heavyweights says a lot about the trajectory 
of Cameron’s career at the dawn of the eighties. 

Why exactly he didn’t reach sky high success levels is 
hard to figure out. “Pop Goes the Captain” didn’t have the 
standout tracks of the debut, but his variations on the funk and 
his ballads made this a rock solid sophomore effort. It’s worth 
mentioning at this point that throughout our interview Cameron 
referred to Captain Sky as a separate entity and I got the feeling 
that he was somewhat disconnected from his past alter-ego. He 
was somewhat dispassionate, which surprised me considering 
how committed he had been to the project. The depth of his 
back-in-the-day commitment became clearer when I spoke to one 
of collaborators. All three LPs AVI released (in 1982 they 
pressed “The Return of Captain Sky,” a compilation of tracks 
from his first two LPs) featured a different comic book style 
illustration of the Captain, and “Pop Goes the Captain” was the 
most over the top, depicting an interstellar superhero emerging 
from a turntable-shaped spaceship piloted by a googles-wearing 
Wonder Worm. The artist was Turtel Onli, who would go on to 
become an important figure in independent African American 
comics, self-publishing several titles, organizing the annual 
Black Age of Comics convention, and assisting Pedro Bell on 
some 1980s P-Funk LP covers. Talking to Onli today one gets a 
much more dynamic picture of Cameron’s early ambitions. 

“He had me under contract to create comic books, 
animation, he was developing a Captain Sky TV show,” the artist 
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recalls. Cameron was fleshing out several characters, including 
his own funky M.D. alter-ego Dr. Rock (an Onli Dr. Rock comix 
page opens this article), Wonder Worm (Onli completed a 
sample cartoon of the crawling character, though it was 
destroyed several years ago in a fire), and a character named Ker- 
Runch, who I couldn't get anyone to recall any details about 
(his/her/its theme song on “Pop Goes the Captain” is an 
instrumental revealing no clues). The only published output from 
this partnership was a single episode of “The Adventures of 
Captain Sky” that appeared in the Dogs of War newsletter. 
Scripted by Cameron, with an illustration by Onli of our hero 
with his costume split in half so he’s the Captain on the left (with 
Wonder Worm on his hand) and Dr. Rock on the right. The brief 
story depicts the schizo conversations of “Daryl L. Cameron, an 
individual of consistently exhibited mannerism, of whom it is 
said has multiple personalities, two of which are the famous 
CAPTAIN SKY, and the internal and external practitioner DR. 
ROCK.” The brief scene, which takes place inside the 
“Phonebooth of his Mind” has the characters (and their mascot 
Wonder Worm) preparing to rock a disco. The schizo angle 
seems original and makes one wish Cameron had had the 
opportunities to expand upon them. But Onli seems to recall that 
the multimedia schemes were not fully embraced by Cameron’s 
management. 

Eddie Thomas concurs with that assessment, although he was 
Cameron’s biggest fan. “He was the most talented individual,” 
Thomas recalls, “The material that he brought to me was 
outstanding, it was something different. We didn’t have anybody 
in Chicago writing stuff that far out with that groove. He was 
very intelligent, eloquent, and had a great mind for songwriting 
and arrangments, I think he could have been a super super star.” 
Thomas paused thoughtfully, before adding “He always had 
desires to do a lot of things, which is great, but you have to 
execute, and sometimes you go faster than your body can move. 
“We tried to give Daryl everything that he wanted and that was 
one of our faults, I think we gave him too much. We got him a 





bus, costumes that were too expensive...one of the things that I 
take pride in is I tried my best to be a father to my artists as well 
as a manager but...he had his own ideas which is normal for a 
young boy. By indulging him I think his head blew up and he felt 
that he could do it all himself.” One indulgence Thomas 
bankrolled involved producing an unaired (and now lost) TV 
pilot of a dance show (Soul Train had shuttered it’s local 
Chicago version several years prior) called Dance Chicago 
Dance, featuring Sky as the first guest. 

It’s hard to say if a prolonged Cameron/Thomas partnership 
would have yielded more fame and fortune. Thomas had some 
past successes, and is credited with breaking a number of 
national hit records (including Peter Brown's “Do Ya Wanna Get 
Funky with Me”). Thomas had a number of good connections 
(his friendship with Liberace helped seal the AVI deal), and 
smart schemes, not the least of which was his Dogs of War 
record pool (the organization whose publication featured Sky’s 
lone illustrated adventure). Record pools were organized groups 
of indie deejays, not famous radio jocks, but guys spinning 
nightclubs, corner taverns, barbeques, school dances, birthday 
parties, anything. By paying a few dollars in dues a month 
members would get bushels of promotional LPs and 12” singles 
from labels trying to break new songs at a grassroots level, and at 
times the pool would agree to focus on certain tracks, 
demonstrating their influence over the public. Certainly Dogs of 
War’s commitment to Captain Sky records explains how 
“Wonder Worm” could have gained such prominence in black 
clubs and on black radio. 





Whatever caused Thomas and Cameron to part ways now is 
water under the bridge. Considering himself a father figure to the 
retired Captain, Thomas was only willing to make vague 
references to Cameron perhaps indulging in some of the excesses 
of the era, and refused to provide details or badmouth his “son.” 
By 1980 Cameron had moved on from Thomas’ management, 
moved from AVI to the Philadelphia-based TEC label, where he 
released the “Concerned Party #1” album (TEC, 1980), and he 
himself moved to the City of Brotherly Love. "I was doing a gig 
up in Washington, DC. One of the promoters told me about an 





upstart situation in Philadelphia, and he asked if I was interested 
in talking to them. I had been thinking about changing labels, and 
there was an opportunity for me to not only go to a new label but 
(also to relocate) to Philadelphia." Before he did, he recorded his 
TEC album with the gang from Chicago (including Heaven & 
Earth, whom Sky brought to TEC shortly thereafter). Since he 
utilized the same Chicago musicians, “Concerned Party #1” 
(whose photo cover showcases the kind of costuming Thomas 
lamented paying for) is not a departure from his previous albums. 
The catchy title track, ballads like “Let Me Come Inside,” and 
the candy-themed jams “Bubble Gum (I Chewz You)” and 
“Tootsie Rock” showcased Cameron’s solid writing skills, and 
helped fight “the anti boogie blahs” while taking a “Non Stop 
party...to the sky!” The record kicked up some noise in the 
South and in the East Coast, according to Sky. "I had some play 
here in Chicago, (deejays like) Herb Kent always supported me, 
so did Ramonski Luv. All the albums had impressive numbers, 
but none exceeded the very first." No follow-up TEC LP 
followed, and “Concerned Citizen #1” was the last full-length 
album of original material Cameron released (the only legit 
Captain Sky CD reissue seems to be a remix-supplemented 
version of the TEC LP). 

Residing in Philadelphia in the 1980s Cameron released a few 
12" singles on WMOT, Jamtu, and Philly World, and developed 
his skills in production and A&R. He returned to Chicago in the 
late eighties, by which time house music had put local African- 
American music back on the map. He recorded one single in that 
style on Triple-T, "You Bring Me Up," (#80 on the Billboard Hot 
R&B/Hip Hop chart) which to date is his last release. 

Cameron spent the 90s, "just layin' low, man. I pretty much got 
out of the limelight at that point. I didn't really have a desire to 
release any music during that time. Lost my father in the early 
90s, more family-oriented stuff. I haven't been doing a whole lot 
of recording until recently. I actually went into the studio and 
began working on a contemporary gospel project, and that's 
attributable to my growing faith, my spirituality." He has enlisted 
the Ohio Players horn section along with veteran Philly R&B 
keyboardist Dexter Wansel to help him out, and true to the 
subject matter, the record will be released under his Christian 
name. "Darryl Cameron is now expressing himself," he says. 

"I have a lot of gratitude for the Captain Sky thing. It was a 
character. But,” he laughs, “I got to a point where I wanted to 
exhibit character instead of being a character.” 
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INTERVIEW WITH AN ASTRO ZOMBIE 
By Jake Austen 
(Masthead by Dennis Dread/Illustrations by Dennis Dread, 
Derek Erdman & K.Thor Jensen) 


When Glenn Danzig came to town earlier this year touring in promotion 
of his recent ”Dethred Sabaoth” album I was thrilled, if a little scared, 
to get a chance to interview him to help hype the show. It didn’t hurt 
that the new album was the best Danzig record in years, foregoing any 
metal trends for classic, spooky power. But it did hurt my confidence a 
bit that his publicists warned me not to talk about Misfits, told me to not 
try to be funny, and said that I was limited to a strict fifteen minutes of 
phone time. That wasn't nearly enough time for what I wanted to hear 
from one of my heroes. Danzig has become an enigma over the years 
perhaps because he’s realized that since so many are willing to mock his 
interests -- bodybuilding, comics, right-of-center politics, rare books -- 
he’s simply going to release a record and tour once or twice a decade, 
then disappear from public view. That tactic seemed wise earlier this 
year when the Internet spooged with Danzig ridicule over a photo of him 
buying cat litter (in a Danzig shirt). While I admit I haven’t been able 
to turn away from many of Danzig memes (getting punched out by a 
member of a terrible band, touring his library, countless Myspace Misfit 
tributes/takeoffs, like the obese Misfats or the X-mas themed Chrisfits), 1 
also feel like even when Danzig proves an easy target, we should respect 
him enough to back off. Listening to the Misfits’ songs, on many of 
which he played multiple instruments, as well as writing, singing, and 
producing them, proves that Glenn Danzig is a truly great songwriter. 
Many Samhain (which he pronounce SAM-HANE during our interview, 
btw) and Danzig stuff bears this out as well — he’s not just a good punk 
or metal songwriter, he’s a man with the ability to craft timeless music 
you can’t get out of your head. And the visuals he’s designed! Danzig 
may not reveal it in every conversation, but he really is some kind of 
genius! The worst part of the 15-minute limit was that I had some 
specific things I really wanted to get into. Though Misfits certainly were 
intense and serious, they also had abundant humor and intentional 
absurdity — paying tribute to Plan 9 from Outer Space and Vampira and 
Rat Fink are not the moves of the humorless. His artistic tone has been 
less whimsical in the ensuing decades so I really wanted to hear him 
explore his sense of humor. I also wanted to talk about collaboration: 
Danzig certainly considers himself a one man band of sorts and prides 
himself on playing instruments and writing/designing/conceptualizing 
everything, but it certainly could be argued that despite Glenn’s vision 





and talent exceeding his Misfit bandmates, Jerry Only may have a 
Ringo-esque legacy. His distinct bass playing seems to have elevated 
some recordings/songs despite his shortcomings (shortcomings he 
demonstrated in spades when he led his version of the Misfits...to record 
a hockey team theme song and cover Paul Anka amongst other 
atrocities). And Rick Rubin seemed to inspire some good stuff in Glenn. 
Fortunately Mr, Danzig proved to be a friendly, generous, thoughtful 
dude who spoke to me for 45 minutes about humor and 
collaboration..and would have spoken to me longer, but when he 
started getting mad at me for pushing too far with the collabo-theme I 
got scared, and never asked the stuff I really wanted to know. I cut the 
call short feeling intimidated and like the vibe was souring before I 
could ask what it’s like to be Danzig. Does he want to find love and 
raise a family? Is he happy? Is Danzig lonely? Public Danzig gives no 
clues (as well he shouldn’t, if he can’t even shop for his cat in peace), 
and I'd have really liked to know more about a man that I, and many, 
consider one of the 20" Century’s great pop culture icons. My pussying 
out is your loss, readers, but here’s the 4,000 words I kept my cool for, a 
Black Aria of Danzig knowledge! 

Roctober: The songwriting on the new album is really outstanding. 
Danzig: Thanks man, I worked really hard on it. 

You ‘re writing and producing all of this, and playing a lot of 
instruments on this record, so I wanted to talk about your 
background in music, going way back. When you were kid did you 
take music lessons? 

When I was a very little kid I took clarinet in school and sax but I really 
didn’t like that so much, it was alright. But later on I took piano lessons 
from a family friend from across the street who was kind of like a child 
prodigy. And he gave piano lessons so I took piano lessons. 

Was he a child prodigy when he was giving lessons to you, was he 
younger than you? 

No. They put him at a piano when he was a little kid and he was like 
(makes music sounds). So took some piano lessons for a while and then 
started doing it on my own. 

Can you still play clarinet? 

Yeah, of course. 

Do you have a clarinet? 

No, but put anything in front of me and I can play it. Not a problem. 
What instruments do you haye? 

Pretty much everything. If you hear a recorder on the record that’s me. 
You talk about that I played a lot of instruments on this record, I played 
instruments on just about every record (laughs). If somebody can’t do it, 





especially when you're on a budget, you know, like back in the punker 
days, get out of the way, I gotta get on there and do it. 

I remember you had said when you did that Johnny Cash song that 
your father liked Johnny Cash. What music was playing in your 
house when you were growing up? 

I had older brothers so I heard everything. One of my older brothers 
road managed a lot of bands in the city, like Vanilla Fudge, local rock 
bands and stuff, so I heard everything. 

Did you get to tag along on Fudge tours? 

Oh no, I was way too little. 

What kind of music were your folks listening to? 

My dad and mom listened to different weird stuff. My dad would have 
country music or he would have German beer drinking songs or he 
would have American Indian folk music. (laughs) 

There’s kind if that Southern rock riff on “Revengeful,” and there’s 
also bluesy stuff on this album, do you have any kind of goals when 
you’re trying to figure out what kind of stuff is OK, or will fit onto a 
record you’re doing? 

No. For this record I just wanted to do an old 70s sounding record but I 
wanted the guitars, of course, to be more contemporary. Whenever you 
listen back to those records you always felt the guitars were heavier than 
they were. That’s about it. 

What I liked about this record was that even though it was kind of 
big and dark it was spare. You could really just hear the four 
instruments, it wasn’t overwhelming. 

Yeah, I keep it simple, I do a bunch of guitar tracks but they all do 
different things. So you know it all sounds like one guitar kind of. That's 
the way I do it, I’ve done it that way since the Misfits, so, you know, 
Tommy (Victor) is a great guitar player so it’s easy. 

What do you mean that this is a 70s sounding record? 

It has the vibe and that sound so I went back and got a lot of old gear. I 
use old gear anyways, but for this, especially for the bass I bought 
custom amps that have really big bass speakers in them, nowadays a lot 
of metal bands play through tiny little speakers for the bass, you know. 
You don’t get that big sound, it almost sounds like a guitar, so I wanted 
a bass guitar to sound like a bass guitar so I went out and got these amps 
that have 18” and 15” speakers, and the heads are just constructed 
differently, too. So, I recorded those, and there’s stuff you just can’t use 
a plug in for on a computer, it just doesn’t sound right, so I went and got 
real phase shifters from the 70s and real tremolo amps that had real 
tremolo, not some crappy little plug in that sounds like some crappy 
little imitation of tremolo and stuff like that. Distortion boxes, a lot of 
different stuff. 

When you were a kid in the 70s is this the music that formed you, 
people think of you as inventing a kind of music in the late 70s and 
early 80s. 

I don’t know if it formed me, but what happened was of course you 
grew up listening to this stuff, and then eventually the music just became 
so boring in the mid 70s that punk formed. It was really a rebellion 
against the status quo boring arena rock bands would churn out a record 
whether it was good or bad and the radio stations would shove it down 
everybody's throat. That’s really what punk was, all the kids just 
rebelling. 

But you weren’t bored by all the 70s rock you were hearing, you 
must have liked Sabbath. 

That’s early stuff, but later Sabbath I don’t like, they did some really, 
really incredible records early on but later when punk is going on I 
really didn’t listen to Sabbath. 

You went to art school for a little while, in the 60s all the English 
bands went to art school, how did that help you become what you 
became? 

It showed me how to lay out a flyer and record cover (laughs), I did 
commercial art. And right from commercial art I went to New York 
Institute of Photography on 6" Avenue in Manhattan, so, I mean, it 
helped me with the Do It Yourself thing that punk was. 

Do you listen to music when you work out? 

What do you mean, like working out with weights and stuff? 

Yeah. 

Ah, no, not really, I just work out. 








Is that a creative time for you, are you thinking about stuff when 
you're working out? 

No. 

Are you watching TV, what do you do? 

I do a set, then I go do something then I came back and do another set. I 
wait about five minutes or so between my workouts I don’t just go from 
set to set, which, in my opinion can damage muscles that way, so I let 
the muscles relax and recover a bit and then I do another set. 

I guess I ‘m asking because some people get creative, or compose in 
their heads, when they run or exercise. 

When I drive. 

So you do a lot of your writing when you drive? 

Yeah, of course 

Are you just beating on the dashboard and singing loud in traffic? 
One of the cool things when I first hooked up with Rick (Rubin, who 
signed Danzig to Def American in the mid-80s and produced the 
“Danzig” album ) was that he made me get a microcassette recorder, 
because by the time I got to rehearsal I was always like, ‘I just wrote a 
great song and it’s gone now, I forgot it’, and he said, ‘you gotta get a 
microcassette recorder, as soon as you get the song in your head you got 
to hum into this thing,’ and he was right. 

So you always have one with you. Do you come up with whole songs 
or just little bits? 

Sometimes just little bits, sometimes drumbeats, sometimes guitar riffs, 
it’s always different. 

But you’ve only put out twelve new songs in the last six years, what 
happens to all that music? 

It sits around, that’s why “Lost Tracks” (the 2007 26 track unreleased 
recordings compilation) happened. Even though it’s been six years since 
the last new Danzig record in between I did “Black Aria II, “ (his second 











solo Classical album) and the crazy “Lost Tracks” album, which took up 
so much of my time. So many of them were unfinished. 

So “Lost Tracks” wasn’t just old demos and recordings, it was songs 
you had to go in a still finish recording? 

Yeah, most of it. I had to go in a redo ba 





racks, guitar tracks, add new 
guitar, some weren't finished, some were just like we were doing them 
in the studio, had just the very basics and Rick was like, ‘Ah, I don’t like 
that song.’ 

For a lot of people Do It Yourself means they don’t like to deal with 
corporate concerns, but for you D.I.Y. is kinda different. You seem 
to really love writing and creating and playing everything yourself. 
The way you’re talking about going back to re-do the guitar and 
bass tracks, I imagine it was you going in and doing these tracks 
alone, is that accurate? 

Yeah, I went in and finished it myself 

What does Do It Yourself mean to you, do you not like to 
collaborate? 

If it’s my music...I get to the point where people come in and out of my 
band. I mean, I like Tommy a lot, but I understand he’s got to do his 
own band Prong, which is his main priority, so my main priority is 
Danzig. When Tommy comes in it’s pretty easy, it’s pretty much how he 
has to treat his guys who come in and out of Prong. It’s like this is the 
part, let’s hear it, a little more like that, and you know, Tommy’s such a 
great guitar player he brings his own style to it so it sounds like Tommy. 
I guess I’m asking about your personal drive when it comes to 
working with others. Why does Danzig have to be exactly how you 
want it. 

Anything worth doing is worth doing right. It’s not like people who say 
to a label, ‘here’s my band, what do you want to do with it?’ I’m the 
label. (laughs) 

But a lot of artists thrive on, and depend on collaborationwhich 
doesn’t seem to be the case with you. 








That’s not me I don’t need to collaborate with people. I wrote all the 
Misfits songs, I wrote all the Samhain songs, produced most of those 
records, too, it’s the way I do it. 

A lot of people talk about how incredibly serious you are. Do you 
think you have a sense of humor? 

Yeah, people that know me know I have a sense of humor. 

Are you funny around your friends? 

Yeah, I think so (laughs). But you know everyone has a serious side. 
Look, everyone wants you to be what they want you to be and they can 
all go fuck off. I don’t really care about “a lot of people,” well who? 

I mean people see a picture of you shopping and they think that’s 
the craziest thing in the world. like you shouldn’t be shopping, and 
when that is put up on the internet the idea is that it’s funny because 
you are too serious to go to the grocery store. To me I always 
thought your music had a good humored side to it, I always see 
your songwriting as fun, I don’t think it’s dreary... 

To be honest I don’t thin any of my stuff is dreary, and they can go fuck 
themselves. No, there’s always a serious side to anything that I do, but 
there’s always also the other side, too, the playful side, so , so you know, 
I don’t even realty care 

Are there any parodies or anything that you did think was funny, 
anything you really liked? 

No, pretty much I haven't seen anything. The Aqua Teen Hunger Force 
(Danzig voiced an extreme version of himself on the cartoon) was cool. 
That’s about it. 

You never heard the Christmas Misfits record or anything like 
that? 

No, that stuff’s just so unimaginative, it’s ridiculous. 

I’ve been seeing babies and little kids with Danzig and Crimson 
Skull baby clothes lately. What lessons does Danzig have for little 
kids to guide them through life? 

Um, I don’t know that I should be guiding little kids through life, but if 
anything believe in yourself, don’t just go blindly into stuff and not ask 
questions, always ask questions, things like that. 

What are you reading right now? 

Geez, so many things. This book I just got is kind of hard to find, you 
know about The Spear of Destiny, right, you know what that is? Well 
there’s this really hard to get book that is way better, it’s called Hitler 
and the Quest for the Holy Land and the Antarctic Missions. 

Never heard of it. 

It's hard to find, but I just got a copy, so basically the premise is that 
they talk with one of the generals that was actually part of smuggling 
Nazi generals out of Germany to South America taking the Spear of 
Destiny, the Holy Lance, and a bunch of other of Hitler’s collection up 
to Antarctica and putting it in this place that they created. And a lot of 
other stuff too. And then reactivating all this stuff in the late 70s. 

Is this fiction? 

No it’s true, That’s how they recovered the Lance, the one you see on 
TV now. That’s how it was recovered, they went and recovered the 
Spear of Destiny. And that’s it, and that’s the one you see in all of these 
A&E and History Channel documentaries 

OK. Is there anything else you’re reading, any comics? 

Actually there’s so few good comics out right now that I don’t really get 
a chance to peruse through all the crap to try to find something good 
anymore. 

Who’s your all time favorite comic book artist? 

Jack Kirby. 

Do you own Jack Kirby artwork? 

Yeah, I have a couple of pieces. | hung out with him in his house. 

Was that awesome, he was supposed to be a really generous guy 
with his time. 

Really nice guy. And he and his wife were really like the nicest people 
and really cool, and tons of stories he could tell you, just a wealth of 
knowledge. A lot of people thought he was crazy, or just a regular street 
guy, but this guy had a library of theology and mythology and every 
single year of Popular Science and Popular Mechanics and just all the 
stuff he created, the machinery, was based on real tech stuff that he had, 
that he read. People just don’t understand... 

Did you like the New Gods? 


My favorite stuff is the Fourth World stuff, New Gods, Forever People, 
Mister Miracle, all that stuff, Kamandi, | like all that stuff. 

What original artwork of his do you have? 

I have a couple of Demon covers. 

Oh, those are really good. 

Demon is good, that’s another one of my favorite Kirby things. 

It’s real nice that they’re reprinting so much of that stuff. 

Ah, I’ve got the original comics. (laughs) 

I do too but I never take them out of the boxes. 

I do, comics are for reading. 

No, I don’t mean I keep them in boxes for collectability, my copies 
are beat up, I just mean for convenience it’s easier to read a book. 
The colors are always different and shit, I’m a stickler for authenticity. 
I'll stick with the comics man. 

So you actually take them out and read them frequently? 

Yeah, that’s what they're for. 

So what gives you the urge to go read something from *73, how do 
you decide... 

Oh I'll just get in the mood and I'll want to start looking at some old 
comics and reading them and remembering how cool they were, 
especially compared to what comes out nowadays. 

What was the most memorable moment of being at Kirby’s house? 
It was always crazy. He'd just keep talking and telling great stories, just 
the nicest, him and his wife were just the nicest people. Really generous, 
like you said. Really gracious and just really cool. He loved the fans, 
man. 

You never got to meet Steve Ditko did you? 

No I don’t think anyone got to meet him. 

I know one guy who spoke to him briefly, but he’s supposed to be... 
Yeah, he’s out there, supposedly. Actually I know somebody who talks 
to him all the time. An ex-cop from Manhattan I know, and he gets to 
talk to Ditko all the time. They talk about crazy stuff like the law and 
things like that. 

Any special insight you can leak from the cop? 

Obviously you’ve seen his comics from the late 70s, early 80s, that’s 
what he’s into, crime and the law, exactly what that is, that’s him. 

But he really let his ideas about justice and mythology influence his 
politics and worldview, he was really into Ayn Rand. Do you feel 
that your ideas about myth and evil in your art influences how you 
see the real world? 

A lot of times that is the real world, you have to know where you've 
been to know where you’re going. Um and so what you think is reality 
right now is probably not reality. We could get really political here 
because a lot of the stuff people just don’t understand, especially 
geopolitics and things like that. So, the whole global warming hoax and 
all that other stuff. It’s al because somebody has a you know... 

A vested interest? 

Yeah, of course, it’s no secret Al Gore does this movie, total B.S., and 
then you find out that it’s funded by his company that’s going to manage 
carbons and charge you for them. Then it all becomes pretty obvious. 
Well, gee, they did this movie because they want to make billions of 
dollars. They made billions of dollars. 

Well there have to be some industrial byproducts that hurt the 
environment... 

Not like what they are saying, and not that’s going to impact the earth, 
the world, and not to the extent that they’re saying. Of course. They 
already proved that the scientists fudged the numbers. You know, I 
learned something when I was a kid that everyone seems to have 
forgotten. You know that the poles shift every year and that the equator 
will be in a different spot than it was before, and that the glaciers melt 
and new glaciers form when the earth tilts and the equator moves. The 
earth is constantly shifting. (pause) You didn’t learn that did you? 

No I didn’t. 

Well, poles are constantly shifting in this world, so what was once the 
Arctic and the Antarctic eventually change and other areas will be now 
the Arctic and Antarctic. Basically they show these pictures of the 
glaciers melting and what’s happening is that the poles shift and new 
areas become colder and those areas warm up, and of course the 
glaciers are going to melt but new glaciers are going to form. 





And you don’t think things are melting faster now than they have in 
other times? 

No. As a matter of fact the earth is in a cool down period. You don’t do 
your research do you? 

I didn’t know I was going to be quizzed on th 
The earth is actually in a cool down period, we had the coldest summer 
ever here in California. 

Yeah, but that’s a microtrend as opposed to a big picture. 

The earth is actually in a cool down period, go and do some online 
research. In fact it has been proved that the earth is in a cool down 
period right now. 

Now who do you trust when you are doing research, are there any 
sources... 

I certainly don’t trust Obama and his people, and I certainly don’t trust 
Al Gore, a guy who wanted to stop people from listening to rock and rap 
music. 

Do you go to libraries for research? 

Bookstores man, I read a lot, and also, you have 24 hour news channels 
now, you know what I mean, and you can pick the ones you want to 
watch, ok, and a lot of people come on and they have documents and 
research right there. Obviously, you didn’t see when they leaked all 
these e-mails from the global warming people. 

Yeah, I saw that WikiLeaks stuff, but... 

So it’s like just, who do you believe, who do you not believe. It’s hard 
for a normal person to weed through all the bullshit, not just 
nowadays... 

That’s the thing, it seems like the news channels, they do things in 3 
minute segments, and they can get people to be convincing in almost 
any way, it doesn’t seem like that’s the best source, when I’m 
watching one of those it seems like you can’t really trust talking 
heads, they always have an agenda, whether they are on the right or 
the left. 




















One of the things that makes me think people are stupid, and it keeps on 
reaffirming that, is that everyone has the ability to weed through the 
bullshit. You have an inner sense, you know the old saying “common 
sense,” you already know when you're being fed a line of shit, you 
know what I mean? You just need to go with that original instinct 
That's what you need to do. 

People can’t change their minds? 

Changing a person’s mind? What does that mean, does that mean 
indoctrination? 

Don’t people’s intellects 
something over the years? 
That's what I’m saying people need to be smart 

But can’t your original instinct sometimes trick you, get you going 
in the wrong direction? 

No, that’s not true 

You think your initial instinct is always right? 

It’s pretty accurate, I’m not saying it’s 100%, but it’s the definitely...it’s 


evolve, can’t you get smarter about 





the old “something’s wrong” t 





g, that’s your inside, the thing you've 





shut off a long time ago telling you something's wrong. It’s raising the 





on 





red flag so you should be a little more aware of what's going 
So I suppose in your role as a producer and creator, you’re trusting 
your instincts to take you... 

Always, always 

When you are doing that and you have another music 
suggests you change something how do you deal with that? 
I say that doesn’t sound right, do this 

Are you ever open to the suggestions or is your vision rigid? 
You have to have a vision because you have to know where you're 


n who 








going. If you just go into stuff and just kind of amble and ramble 
through it its gonna sound like crap. So you have to have a vision, and 
then you know what your vision is and you see what fits in and what 
doesn’t fit in into that 

But it seems like obviously, not to insult other people, but when you 
started out in the Misfits you were profoundly more talented than 
some of the people around you but over the years you’ve been 
working with much more gifted musicians, what would it take for 
one of them to influence changing some of your musical ideas or 
altering something you’ye envisioned? 

You have the wrong conception of it. (laughs) Unless you work in a 





studio you don’t really...what happens is I get people asking questions 
about the studio and really don’t understand the studio or how it is. The 
goal is to do a great record, so whatever it takes to do that is what you 
do, So that’s it 

I guess I always felt the way you wrote and recorded that you didn’t 
collaborate with others, I mean, do you let other musicians change 
chords or write parts? 

No. 

Well...it certainly worked out on “Dethred Sabaoth.” What are you 
most proud of on the record? 


I’m most proud that the record turned out better than I hoped it would 
have. It came together really cool 

Thanks, I’m really looking forward to the show. 

See you there man 


BONUS: NARDWUAR VS DANZIG 1999 


Nardwuar: Who are you 

Glenn Danzig: Um, just Glenn Danzig. 

Does it bug you when people pronounce Samhain it "Sam- 
Ese ee Com re men Ore ys ame AC 
pronounce it, isn't there? Does that bug you? 

Yeah, it's pronunciations. The 


pronunciation I use on the records is 


actually, there are a few 


"Sauden" - um, it doesn't 
bug me because it is a Celtic word and you really can't expect 
most Americans who can only barely speak English to learn how 
to pronounce anything Celtic or anything else, so it doesn't bug 
me 

Lyle Presler of Minor Threat was like in Samhain for one gig, 
so the legend goes. Was he kicked out due to "inadequate 
body parts." Like, didn't you once say, "Ever see the Peo 
that guy?" 

OPE COME TCU OMA NAT ae MTCC | CLO Tan) 
SEO ICO ome ecCemer Mom ORO ae ame enr | MS ITONO Tre 
up and here we are all pretty | guess, for lack of a better term. 


And he 


Toner) 


SOU GOP GIL OMO mer melt COR COUML CLD Vandi T as MDCT a 
was in like Dockers and other stuff. It was, you know 
neck, kind of like Haircut 100 or 
something and it wasn't going to work 

G , did you originally base your look on the "¢ 
Harlock" cartoon from Japan? 

Uh, no. I love the manga 
Harlock" shirt and wore it on the cover of "Walk Among Us 


sweater tied around his 


Neti 


And I've actually made a "Captain 
No, it didn't influence my look at all because he has a totally 
CT ee OSes 

In the movie The Prophecy II you play an angel. 

aa 

Was it a bummer getting killed by an angel? You were killed 
by an angel in the movie The Prophecy I. 

CS iPeome mOe Ce tier mn ena (cem eT T a) kG) 

When the Misfits played the Channel Club in Boston, years ag 
TRC rm Ue neom endo Moe ECO COUR COLUM oN me leroy TT TomON LIE CO)Dy 


of you. Like on s all these guys like from SSD, and DYS 


jump on top of you in some video, and when you are finally 


uncovered, you just say, "That was pretty cool." How did you get 
through that? All these people dogpiling on top of you! 
CLP acme eae We ste Omi iy: 


are ae | 


and I was used to it. | mean, you 


Was part of it too. You know, someone would jump on you, and 
you would jump 

on them, and then it would start 
Jump out, 

and then jump back on the pil 
byte ata} 
MSRM e meneame 
movies. Like, the film Higher Learning about hate on 
campus, has the main Nazi character putting up posters in 
his dorm, including a huge Danzig poster. 

aan 

PURO CUO nee oer eel oa Peto yA 
poster in the bedroom. Do you have any control when they 
say, "We're going to put your poster up" in a movie like 


Higher Learning or 8mm? Do they actually come to you? 


zetting crazy, and then you'd 


Yeah, it was just a Boston thing 





figher Learning, we had no control. They did that 
r permission. Um, so we sued them, which was cool. 
in Smm 1 thought it was really cool, and I gave them 
permission to use it 
There is some fun stuff too. Like, a friend of mine was 
watching Cheers and he looked right in the back room and 
there was some graffiti scrawled there, and it was like, 
"Static Static Static - we're on a video rage" on Cheers, 
written in the washroom! 
That's pretty weird. I've never seen that. 
Didn’t you once get suckerpunched by one of the guys in Def 
Leppard in some lineup? 
No, that’s not true 
What was that incident about? 
UT Aina etm Oem TCM UNM O Una an CeO ELT 
out of a catering tent at some festival in Germany, and they all. 
like the whole Def Leppard, like thirty of them, were getting 
dropped off with their entourage and everything and they were 
all just standing there, and I was just standing there with a couple 
of plates and I was like, "Can you please move? We're trying to 
| i ?" and they all just looked at us like, "Fuck you, Get 
out of here.” And after about a minute, I just went, 
FUCK out of the way!!!" and then they were like. "Oh, you mean 
that?!!?" and just a bunch of bullshit and nothing happened. 
Nobody threw any punches. Me and Dennis would have 
Ciena em el 
TAC CLAM COO ot me em OL ERO LCC 
‘rue down Santa Monica Boulevard for interrupting a Black 
2/Misfits soundcheck at The Whisky-a-Go-Go! 
It was a Misfits soundcheck, and they didn't interrupt it, they 
wanted to see what was going on and it was like I think it was 
Vince and someone else, I think that is what Henry said, and we 
just went running out, and they were just scampering up the hill 
or the street or whatever. It was pretty funny. 
ORO Corea eg 
Huh. No, | don't. | know it's necessary but I don't really like it 
Vee 
Was Edgar Allen Poe, do you think, the greatest Ame 
horror writer of the 19th century, 19th century? 
Uh, probably 
And of the 20th century? Do you have any favorites? 
Um, | don't know if he's the greatest writer but he sure can set a 
mood. | don't know if he can tell that great a story but, um. H.-P. 
Lovecraft was awesome. 
AUC ULM MV EOC UO CoML eg 
I think some of them are better than the Misfits actually right 
now. (/aughs) That's my atti - you know, that's the way | see it 
TeerCn tanto 
Some of them are pretty authentic. Like my friend Rob's 
nd, he painted like three pairs of gloves and he had a 
ss cut the same indent you had on your gloves in the 


Oar 
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shirt, had two skeletons shirts, a simple one and another one 

Mo AT MLL AAU Cee OC 

shirt. , 

Man, | just painted it on a fucking longsleeve T-shirt. (laughs) 
ly? Like he spent hours. And he spent a hell of a time 

getting tight T-shirts as well. 


Yeah. [ used to do this one thing where | would collect the 
sleeves, and also the collars, | would put snaps on them, That's 
Plerest aa 

Have you ever played a gig in Danzig, the city of Danzig? 

ton 

Because that was like the free city that was like the flashpoint 
MCU ECO eR em Oke eeu 

SOR UReCEHU GSM UMC OMe Cole Mehmet 

ACC ard where the movie Tin Drum was set. Have 
you ever seen Tin Drum? 

aT 

And now it is known as Gdansk, where Solidarity's Lech 
Amo e KO 

Nowa 

Who do you think would win a fight, Satan or Superman? 

La eerie) 

And, Glenn Danzig, doot doola doot doo.... 

Leno 

Doot doola doot doo... 

You're nuts! 


The Misfits “Evilive” (1982/1987) | still get a thrill every time | 
drop the needle down on this strange artifact from the New Jersey 
devils' relatively brief but absolutely sweeping 80s’ reign. This 
was the Misfits’ grand declaration of FIENDISH WARI It may 
seem quaint nowadays but as a teen this was the first time | had 
ever heard a band take such a swaggering combative stance 
against their own audience, shouting expletives and threatening 
to kill fans who were presumably bold enough to get up close. 
Keep in mind, GG Allin was still an unknown New England cross- 
dresser when these recordings surfaced, first as a Fiend Club 7" 
then as a 12" and finally as an expanded posthumous LP with 
one of the greatest album covers of all time. These recordings 
made a huge impact on my emerging sense of what it meant to 
be an artist and a rabid fan. The days of the casual observer were 
over. Sure, the sound quality wasn't the best but complaining 
about Misfits production values is like complaining that Darby 
Crash's slurred Sex Boy trance was ruined by all that messy 
glass. And most of the other live Misfits recordings that have 
survived are downright unlistenable. My favorite is that 
unfortunate bootleg of ‘Teenagers From Mars' where the band 
changed all the lyrics to address former Misfit Bobby Steele and 
his new band The Undead: "Bobby Steele's an asshole fucking 
cunt, that fucking asshole cunt...Bobby Steele is a homosexual!" 
Ouch. Ultimately, “Evilive’ was as close as | ever got to 
experiencing the Misfits live until | saw Danzig rip through a few 
covers with his new band in 1989 and as far as I'm concerned this 
ranks right up there with “Space Ritual,” “Live After Death,” and 
“Unleashed In The East,” without all the canned applause and 
false polish. "Ya think you'll get outta’ da hospital in time?" 








The Misfits “Walk Among Us” (1982) Many ghouls consider this 
the definitive Misfits release. Certainly “Walk Among Us” boasts 
their most user-friendly material and is the perfect point of entry 
for the uninitiated. Frankly, | prefer their less lighthearted 
moments but these remain some of the snappiest sing-alongs 
ever written about such subjects as extraterrestrial rape, romantic 
decapitation, honor roll bloodlust, hate breeders, horror hosts and 
concentration camp barbeques. This is the blueprint for what 
Danzig occasionally referred to as "real modern American horror.” 
His record collection consisted almost exclusively of horror 
soundtracks and Golden Oldies back then so it isn't entirely 
surprising that he continued to drench his misanthropic vision in 
darkness, crooning melody and unearthly menace. From the 
moment “20 Eyes” comes roaring out of the laboratory like some 
anguished over-caffeinated monstrosity you know this is no 
standard punk offering. 'Mommy, Can | Go Out And Kill Tonight’, 
with its plodding arc and maniacal climax, is one of Glenn's most 
memorable moments of the decade and | dare you to keep up 
once mom lets him off his leash. Of course they took the album's 
title from the sequel to The Creature From The Black Lagoon, 
dropped the "creature" and the "s" and sent a swinging call to 
arms to awkward children of the night everywhere. Some of us 
have been marching ever since. If there is any justice in the world 
- or any world at all- this record will be praised as a pinnacle of 
American folk art in 50 years. Someday futuristic feral kids will 
discover a lone surviving copy of this hot pink masterpiece 
beneath the rubble of civilization and paint skeletal fingers on 
black leather gloves and pull their bangs into razor sharp 
devilocks using congealed blood and radioactive sludge for 
pomade. Good luck finding that first pink pressing in 100 years, 
kids. And speaking of the impending apocalypse, this release 
featured the same curious admonishment from Revelations 13:18 
made popular that same year by Iron Maiden on their own classic 
LP “Number Of The Beast.” 1982 was a good year for the Devil. 


The Misfits “Earth A.D.” (1983) "1,2,3,4...Go00000!!! BOOM!!!" 
Do | really need to explain why this record rules? The final Misfits 
LP is a discordant bloodfeast strung together with gory entrails of 
feedback and hellbent distortion! These little ditties, clocking in 
collectively at about 15 minutes, feature more of Glenn's most 
inspired lyrical moments of the decade with song titles and poesy 
carved straight from the usual b-movie source material (The Hills 
Have Eyes, Demonomania, The Monster of Green Hell, etc). The 
production admittedly suffers on this one, perhaps partially due to 
the fact that it was cobbled together like Frankenstein while the 
band was on a US tour and most of the instrumental tracks were 
laid down in a single night after a Los Angeles gig while Danzig 
reportedly slept. What?? Sleeping??? At night???? If that sounds 
lame, you needn't worry. A week after this session the boys were 
arrested for attempted grave robbing in a New Orleans cemetery 
where they were allegedly hunting for human skulls in the above 
ground crypts. Danzig denied the skull theory and went on record 
around this time with the statement that they were, in fact, "just 
hanging around." One of the highlights of this final jewel on the 
Misfits crown was the amazing Mad Marc Rude cover art. A friend 
of the band since their first LA visit, Rude reportedly spent more 
than 300 hours over the course of a year on this zombie epic. 
Hidden amongst the putrescence are portraits of the band with 
glowing green eyes and other horror notables such as the cellar- 
dweller from The Evil Dead (one of Danzig's favorite movies at 
the time). Glenn has the Crimson Ghost bursting from his guts 
and that's drummer Robo on the far right looking like The 
Amazing Colossal Man with Black Flag bars on his chest and a 
funny Isaac Asimov reference for the especially astute fan (read: 
social retard). Every dot on this stippled masterpiece heralds the 
necrotic hymns waiting inside the sleeve and the classy use of 
color, specifically Herbert West Green and Coffin Satin Purple, 
perfectly echoes the second pressing of Walk Among Us. The 
back cover is arguably even more fucked up and amazing and 


comes to us from an otherwise unknown artist named Carroll 
Stockard (wish | could find her). The German pressing of “Wolfs 
Blood/Earth A.D.” reversed the art and featured Stockard's 
demonic porn on the front cover in full color! "On EARTH As it is 
in HELL!" 


The Misfits “Die Die My Darling” (1984) Easy to overlook this 
posthumous 12" single but in many ways Die, Die My Darling is a 
quintessential relic of the Misfits' fertile final days together. The 
strangely mournful title track and fun thrashers 'We Bite’ and 
‘Mommy, Can | Go Out And Kill Tonight?’ were actually recorded 
in 1983 during the Earth A.D. sessions but were ditched at the 
last minute for being too fun and not consistent with the more 
violent vibe of what became the last Misfits LP (note to the 
Wikipedia ballbusters: yes, | know “Die Die” and “We Bite” appear 
on the German “Wolfs Blood” LP). Aside from finally capturing 
clean studio versions of these Fiend favorites, this 12" also 
boasted classic graphics that continue to be bootlegged more 
than two decades later! It's no secret that during his time with the 
Misfits Glenn hustled his portfolio to Marvel Comics, hoping to join 
the illustrator's bullpen. This was not to be and while it was many 
years before he launched his own indie comic imprint Verotik with 
the same stubborn D.I.Y. spirit that has come to embody the best 
of his creative legacy, this single features one of Danzig's most 
iconic drawings on the cover. You know the one. A busty Marilyn 
Monroe doppelganger with a sexy zipatone corset dines with 
Death who perceives her impending fate through the glass of a 
brandy snifter. The lines are shaky and crude, as if traced on a 
light table with a sharpie, but this classy design holds its own with 
the best of the 50's horror pulps from which it was clearly inspired 
(stolen?). The back cover features Pushead’s Devilock w/ 
Eyeball, which he would revisit a few years later with the inky 
frontispiece of his 1986 Danzig cover story for Thrasher. Another 
saccharine treat for the Monster Kids! 


Samhain “Initium" (1984) In hindsight it's difficult to discern 
exactly when the Misfits died and Samhain was conjured to life 
like some ungodly tentacled Thing-That-Could-Not-Be-Named. 
Danzig often alluded to his creative discontent way back while the 
Misfits were still touring and dropped all kinds of hints in zines 
that he was working on something new, something all his own, 
something he would properly produce. He was already writing 
more serious and experimental rhythm-driven songs that didn't 
quite fit the Misfits' mold as far back as 1981 when he penned the 
haunted love song ‘Archangel’ for Dave Vanian of the Damned. 
One thing's for sure, Danzig was hitting the weights hard and 
when he finally emerged from behind the pig's blood and bonfire 
smoke with Samhain he was an entirely different beast. Lub, lub, 
lub, lub. "I Live! Infinitus sleep has ended and | live again!" Gone 
was the skinny fun-loving monster geek and wanky eight-second 
solos with two stringed guitars. Eddie Munster had gone through 
puberty. With the lo-fi title track, a slightly embarrassing self 
indulgence which sounded like a backward masking of WPIX's 
Chiller Theater theme music, Danzig recast himself as a hip- 
thrusting heathen with an altogether more mature vision of 
ghosts, goblins and things that go bump 'n' grind in the night. 
Specifically, he wanted musicians who could keep up and 
groupies that put out. The results are a perfect melding of Eros 
and Thanatos that initiated a new generation of gorehounds with 
such lumbering tantrums as 'Black Dream’, ‘All Murder, All Guts, 
All Fun and the brilliant crooner 'The How!', arguably the band's 
finest moment. Even a man who is pure in heart and says his 
prayers at night is fucked when that Eerie bassline begins to 
pulse under the full moon! After all, this is Samhain, the 
transitional season when the veils thin and the dead walk and the 
three Norns share one broomstick and one bubbling cauldron of 
sex and death. This is The Shift... 


Samhain “Unholy Passion” (1985) If you still have any reason to 


doubt the fact that Glenn Danzig is a national treasure, this 
second Samhain release should dispel any remaining irony. Here 
he achieves lyrical eloquence worthy of Edgar Allan Poe and 
these infectious tribal dirges trump Christian Death and 
Rudimentary Peni for sheer necromantic devotion. Unfortunately 
it seems Glenn wasn't entirely satisfied with the recording 
because after the first pressing he re-recorded all the guitar tracks 
and revised some of the vocals for all subsequent pressings. The 
results were assembled on the 1987 CD version along with an 
odd new track titled “Misery Tomb,” which features Glenn howling 
over a creepy John Carpenter-inspired bass line while the song “I 
Am Misery” can be heard grinding away in the background. Your 
girlfriend probably loves it. Incidentally, the guitar on “| Am 
Misery” is total proto-Norwegian Black Metal. Not even 
Hellhammer or Bathory had captured such an utterly morbid and 
aggressive sound, made all the more disturbing because it was 
so catchy and couldn't be so easily dismissed as purely juvenile. 
The only thing confounding this one was the band's attempt to 
resurrect the Crimson Ghost as a winged female mascot. The 
ample tits and pubic mane could be forgiven as symptoms of the 
decade but the rictus drag queen face with chiseled jaw line is 
manly and somehow comical when it should be fearful and 
seductive. Remember those Woody Woodpecker cartoons where 
Woody lifts some sexy concubine's veil only to find that her face 
is hideously malformed? That's the joke that plays out here. 
Skulls, it seems, are inherently masculine to the eye no matter 
how much lip gloss and hair you pile on. | am reminded of the 
church painter in Bergman's The Seventh Seal who reasons, "A 
skull is more interesting than a naked woman." But not 
necessarily when the skull sits on the shoulders of an 80's porn 
star. Regardless, “Unholy Passion” is another seminal (ahem) 
abomination of unbridled genius. No mosh. No fun 


Samhain “November-Coming-Fire” (1986) The third and final 
studio ritual during their too-brief existence opens with a galloping 
chant that would make Basi! Poledouris blush. The band really 
came into its own on this one. Every song is dark, perverse, 
esoteric and, above all, violent. Slide this cassette into the 
Kenwood of your Chevy Nova with a case of Budweiser and | 
promise mailboxes will get smashed. “To Walk The Night,” with its 
ghostly harmony swirling in the background, takes its title and 
chorus directly from a line in Anne Rice's novel “Interview With A 
Vampire,” and is about as close as the goths could ever get to 
claiming this band for their own. Fortunately, it is closely followed 
by the revenge-fantasy “Let The Day Begin," which is where | 
imagine the clove cigarette smokers jump ship. “Halloween II” is a 
squealing re-imagining of the old Misfits’ incantation. Did the 
world really need another variation of the theme? YES! This 
soulful headbanging rendition in Latin goes best with a sharp 
knife and a virgin pumpkin. More literary references with “Kiss Of 
Steel,” a thrashing homage to J.G. Ballard's industrial-erotica not 
entirely unlike the old Misfits standard “Nike A Go Go.” But the 
clincher on “November-Coming-Fire,” the muthafuckin' deal 
maker of the entire record, is “Human Pony Girl.” Clocking in at 
just under 5 minutes (sounds about right), this sexual epic sounds 
like it was recorded on a tundra somewhere and as a teen | was 
almost embarrassed if my mom entered the room while it was 
pumping away. | always wondered if Glenn had been inspired by 
that weird Frazetta painting titled 'Pony Tail’ which features, well, 
an oddly attractive human pony girl standing on a precipice while 
a bare-chested warrior with sword and horned helmet beckons 
from below. Speaking of art, the cover is a Glenn Danzig original 
with stenciled flames that resembles a deleted scene from 
Disney's Fantasia and remains one of the most memorable album 
covers of the era. Black silhouetted skeletons rise from the Celtic 
fire as if out of a Ray Harryhausen fever dream. The art becomes 
something of a metaphor for the band at their best: 
uncomplicated, primal, and immensely satisfying. 


Danzig “Danzig” (1988) There are some people you just don't 
punch. Vincent Price. Frank Frazetta. Sonny Barger, Lemmy 
Kilmister. Glenn Danzig. | don't care what kind of arrogant self- 
parody he became at some point in his career or how hilarious it 
looked on youtube, Danzig obviously wrote the soundtrack to my 
formative years as a suburban ghoul and punching him on 
camera shouldn't lend street cred to some baggy pants thug 
pretenders. Danzig could kick my daughter's pet bunny and piss 
all over my laptop and | would simply remind myself that he also 
provided me with some 25 years of pleasure and creative 
solidarity while politely escorting him to the door by his thinning 
forelock. | fondly recall the day this first post-Samhain recording 
hit stores, sitting in my friend's car behind Arcadian Books & 
Records waiting for the opening riff of “Twist of Cain” to break the 
silence. The cover art was lifted from the last Samhain album 
(which was in turn lifted from a 1983 comic, Crystar The Crystal 
Warrior #8, originally drawn by Michael Golden). Check. The 
band looked like greasy scumbags with unhealthy complexions 
and complete disregard for your personal space bubble. Check. 
But the music was slow motion muscle rock, all cleaned up and 
ready for the stripper's pole. We should've hated it! But it was 
impossible. Glenn used to complain about Earth A.D. for being 
stupidly fast and in early Samhain interviews he used to say he 
wanted to slow things down. Well, with Danzig he really did. And 
it worked. When “She Rides” came bumping along with its 
slinking innuendo | was ready to fuck something (anything!). By 
the time “Evil Thing” came barreling along on side two with its 
raspy admonishments and punchy Chuck Biscuits flourishes | 
was ready to smash something (anything!). We flipped the tape, 
listened to “Twist of Cain” again and got drunk instead. In 1989, a 
few months after that afternoon in the parking lot, | spent days 
staring at that gatefold photo and meticulously drawing the band's 
likenesses in soft #2 pencil when | should've been studying for my 
high school exams. | didn't do well on the exams. But the 
drawings turned out pretty good. | even asked Jake to publish my 
old portrait of Glenn in this very issue of Roctober more than 20 
years later. Why? Because | still like it. And | still absolutely adore 
this record. Am | Demon? Fuck off. 
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“Death of a Decade sounds more like the birth of an important band.” 
-AUSTIN CHRONICLE 


They sit at the crossroads of Americana and indie, where Alabama meets 
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VICIOUSLY CIRCLING! 


A ZERO BOY WALKS ME THROUGH MY RAVE FAVE 
By Jake Austen 
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VICIOUS CIRCLE 


I’ve always been a fan of the “Vicious Circle,” the 1982 LP by 
Indianapolis punk band the Zero Boys, so when a friend told me that a 
recent reunion gig by the band was one of the best shows he’s seen in 
years I made a point of catching their most recent Chicago set. As they 
took the stage I was impressed before they started playing: these 
hardcore heroes should be role models for all aging punkers. They 
looked youthful, healthy, and happy, a stark contrast to many of the 
sallow, bitter dudes seen taking the stage decades after their heyday. I 
was kind of baffled when the show started with new-ish material, but 
the reason for that unusual decision became apparent when guitarist 
Vess Ruhtenberg, started doing familiar buzzsaw-fast instrumental call 
and response with David “Tufty” Clough (perhaps punk’s greatest 
bassist) and drummer Mark Cutsinger. As vocalist Paul Mahern began 
singing the title track from “Vicious Circle” it became clear that the 
band was going to play that classic slab of vinyl in its entirety, in order, 
and as I chanted along and lost myself in the music I began to realize 
that it might be my favorite record of all time. While I can’t oversell 
how great it was to hear Cutsinger’s fantastic drum fills live, and 
Mahern’s nasal, no frills vocals (miraculously still capable of channeling 
teen angst), | can say without exaggeration that for the next month or 
two I listened to that 14 song, 22-minute masterpiece hundreds of times. 
What makes the record so remarkable is that it maintains the edge and 
rawness of low-budget regional punk yet every song is an amalgamation 
of catchy hooks, rocking riffs, and addictive melodies that make most 
slick pop records pale in comparison. Despite teenage Mahern’s 
unpretty, flattish, singing tone, he manages to pull off some of the most 
intricate vocal phrasing and lyrical construction of the era. There’s no 
better example than “Civilization’s Dying,” which reflects on the then- 
recent shootings of Pope John Paul II, Reagan and John Lennon with the 
lyric “For the Pope, and the President/And the big rock star who made a 
lot of money/All got one thing in common/They know it ain’t no fun/To 
get shot with a gun.” The awesome “p”-popping alliteration of the first 
line is delivered almost as an addictive soccer chant, the second line not 
only attacks sacred cow Lennon (the only successful assassination of the 
three) by crassly calling him out of his name, but also utilizes impressive 
vocal gymnastics to fit the meter. And the moon/June (or fun/gun to be 
more specific) rhyme in the last line is not only catchy, but also walks 
the tightrope between super dumb and profound on which the best punk 





rock should always be teetering. The Zero Boys reunited and recorded 
several times over the ensuing decades, but the band that recorded the 
great 1980 EP “Livin’ in the 80s,” the brilliant “Vicious Circle,” and the 
solid 1984 cassette “History Of,” was not the same after guitarist Terry 
“Hollywood” Howe (who suffered from drug problems) parted ways 
with the group. But even if they’d never recorded another note after 
1982 the Zero Boys would still be immortal. 1 was excited to ask 
Mahern some questions about EVERY SINGLE TRACK on the album 
that has been my obsession of late, and though I usually shy away from 
publishing articles that are so specific and detailed they require the 
reader to be familiar with an artist’s work, the fact that all of you NEED 
to get this record (recently reissued on Secretly Canadian) means that 
I'll wait here while you get it and listen to it. Then hurry back so you 
can dig this vicious conversation: 


VICIOUS CIRCLE (0:41) 

ROCTOBER: What’s great about this is that it seems like such 
serious, dark subject matter, but the song sounds so fun. Did you 
consider yourselves to be serious or funny or what? 

Paul Mahern: That was a long time ago but from what I can remember, 
at least for me, and probably for al the members of the band, it all was 
about fun. We never really had the dark kind of Black Flag vibe. We 
were always trying to be something that was more fun or funny like 
Circle Jerks, and the Dead Kennedys’ “Fresh Fruit for Rotting 
Vegetables,” those were the kind of records we were listening to. We 
were just trying to make a fun rock n roll record. 


AMPHETAMINE ADDICTION (1:19) 
You name at least a dozen different specific drugs on this 
album...were you messing around with all of them at the time? 
No, not at all. I knew a lot of people that were heavily into drugs. 
Myself and the band members would smoke a little pot and we certainly 
drank beer, but we didn’t really consider that to be drug use. 
I don’t think you ever mention pot on the album. 
Because it’s not a real punk rock drug. And I’m not saying it was the 
only drug I had done by the time I was 17, but it was the only substance 
that I was really interested in. But our guitar player Terry, eventually 
died of a drug overdose. He had been struggling with abuse form a very 
early age and he was much more the kind of guy who would get 
involved in some real hard drugs, but he would never do it around us. 
Hw had a whole different group of friends that he was participating in 
that stuff with. 
You were kind of embraced by hardcore fans, but this is kind of 
Dead Boys-ish. Did you consider yourself just a really fast regular 
rock band? 
We weren't embraced by many at the time, to be completely honest. We 
started out as a punk cover band, just because we had to have something 
to play, We played a lot of Stooges songs and Ramones songs and Dead 
Boys songs and I grew up listening to those records, that ‘s what I was 
really interested in, just a real extension of the earlier Black Sabbath 
records I was into. We were a rock n roll band that played fast, When 
bands like the Adolescents and the Circle jerks and early Black Flag 
came out it inspired us to play faster, so we were influenced by their 
records, but we were never really part of a scene. 


NEW GENERATION (1:37) 

It must have been hard to sing this fast... 

There was definitely tricky learning the phrasing on that and some of the 
songs, I had to definitely work at it. But on that record what you are 
listening to is a very well rehearsed band. We rehearsed pretty much 
every day for three months before we went in to record that record and 
all of the lead vocals are live with the band. There’s like no overdubs, 
except for the shouting and the guitar overdubs. Terry might have sung 
his song, “Hightime,” as an overdub, but every other vocal is completely 
a live take. 


DIRTY ALLEYS / DIRTY MINDS (1:28) 


I guess this is about the punk rock scene in LA., which I had ever been 
to at the time. All the great hardcore bands are coming out of L.A., yet 








the vision for Midwestern kids of Los Angeles was beach babes and tans 
and all that kind of stuff. So it was just kind of this commentary on, yeah 
L.A. is not what you see on the TV, there’s this dark side to it, as there is 
with any big city. 


CIVILIZATION’S DYING (1:58) 

Terry was really our secret weapon, he was brilliant at writing hooks. I 
wrote all the lyrics and the melodies that I sing but he had all the riff 
ideas, he was stealing them all for the right places. I really think a lot of 
the Midwest punk and hardcore bands were just super influenced by 70s 
rock radio and so the concept of just having a hook wasn’t something 
you thought about, it’s just that’s what music sounded like. I remember 
that before this we had the song “Livin’ in the 80s” that sort of pokes 
fun at the Stones and the Beatles, and the older punk rock people here in 
Indiana were like, ‘You know, there’s nothing wrong with the Beatles or 
the Stones. It actually ruffled some feathers, which just seemed 
ridiculous to me. So when Lennon got shot I thought, we have to talk 
about this, you know, kind of poke fun at “the big rock star who made a 
lot of money.” And not because I’m not a Lennon fan, but I think he 
himself would have done the same thing. 








LIVIN' IN THE 80'S (2:11) 

What did you think the 80s were going to be like, and did they turn 
out like you thought? 

I was like 17 or 16 in 1980, the Ramones had come out with “End of the 
Century,” and it seemed like they were going to become a huge band 
and that rock n roll was back and we were going to finally be done with 
STYX and Foreigner and all that stuff, and I thought, “Yeah, we can 
finally put the 60s behind us, that we could move on, the 80s are going 
to be awesome!” And then of course MTV came along and Reagan got 
elected and I was just wrong. 


DRUG FREE YOUTH (1:07) 
That song’s really about rock and roll and having a good time is what 
it’s all about. As soon as you cross the line and get addicted to 
something that makes it so you can’t think clearly you're not on top of 
the game anymore. My attitude,, unlike Terry’s, was more like this, 
don’t use drugs. Again, it doesn’t mention Marijuana. 





DOWN THE DRAIN (1:13) 

This reminds me of the Seeds’ “Pushing Too Hard.” Your nasal, 
sometimes flat singing isn’t like the whiny nasal singing of snotty 
SoCal punk vocalists, it sounds more raw and natural. It seems like 
if you were a more polished singer these slick songs would be too 
slick. 

The secret to that record was three world class musicians and a fucking 
punk kid. Tufty is a badass on the bass, Terry is a great guitar player, 
Mark’s a great drummer, They are all like 25, and I’m 17 years old, so 
I’m just doing the best I can to keep up. There’s no concept. What 
work's best about that record is the trick of having the energy and the 
kind of off toughness that you get from a amateur sixteen year old kid 
who has nothing but energy to give and three guys who actually now 
exactly what they’re doing. 


OUTTA STYLE (1:05) 
What does “don’t like blitz, it’s the shits mean?” 
At the time the New Romantic scene was also called the blitz scene for a 
very short period of time. That was when I got my first glimpse of what 
the 80s were really going to be like so. 


YOU CAN TOUCH ME (1:12) 
It’s about girls in the scene that were just completely out of reach for 
me. It’s just completely teenage frustration. At the time I was really 
young in the scene. There were very few under age places, we mostly 
played bars. And even thought I’m the lead singer the girls didn’t really 
like our band and they just viewed me as a kid. 


eR ES ae 


FORCED ENTRY (1:34) 

Are you talking about the Northside and Southside of Chicago? 

I grew up in Chicago, I went from 3" grade to 8" grade there, and my 
mother was a teacher in Cabrini Green, so that was my perspective. And 
it’s not just about Chicago, its about how everybody’s trying to be what 
they’re not. You have a lot of upper middle class kids slumming it and 
trying to be cool, but the reality of the situation is pretty dark, people 
who grow up in those areas just want out. 


HIGHTIME (2:14) 

Terry’s songs seem to have the best rhymes, “booze/snooze,” 
“THC/take a pee...” 

Terry wrote a lot of songs and he wrote a lot of lyrics and we rejected 
most of them. But he was one of the primary writers and eventually you 
had to let him sing something. I’m sure when we first did that I thought 
this was one of the stupidest songs in the world. In retrospect it’s a great, 
funny song. Terry was a great writer and a great player, but he was often 
too fucked up, and he had attitude issues He was bi-polar, so even when 
he wasn’t on drugs sometimes he would get so angry he would just stop 
playing in the idle of a song. You can see the band on Youtube playing 
at a place called the Pizza Castle, and it is a great show. But that is like 
literally one of maybe five of Terry’s shows that are that good. He could 
totally do it but he would turn his guitar up too loud, he was not playing, 
he was all over the place. If you see the Zero Boys now we’re just a way 
better band then we were with Terry. Vess, who’s been in the band since 
*86 or '87, is just a minster guitar player. He really brings the energy of 
the record to life. 


CHARLIES' PLACE (1:27) 
It’s about Charles Manson. I was just intrigued by how somebody could 
have control of other people and get them to do things. I’ve always been 
kind of obsessed with cult leaders, him and Jim Jones. Charlie spent his 
first stint in correctional facility in Indianapolis so he was really kind of 
tied to Indianapolis. Jim Jones’ first church was in Indianapolis as well. 
So it was kind of singing about something local. 


TRYING HARDER (3:12) 

In general we were not cool and it was because of songs like this; too 
much melody, too sing song-y, to many hooks, and not enough 
aggression. To be completely honest I hated those kind of hardcore 
bands. You've got to realize that I'm listening to rock, then rock turned 
into punk rock — the Sex Pistols record was one of my favorite records 
of all time, it’s just a rock n roll record with a snotty assed punker 
singing on it. So that’s what I was really looking for in music but at 
some point I guess Black Flag started to have too much of an influence, 
and bands like MDC came along. As much as I liked those guys as 
people I just couldn’t stand that music. I disliked it just as much as they 
disliked what we were doing. 














DANCE with £.S.0.0. 


Interview by Jake Austen 





Formed in the late 70s in Long Beach, California, T.S.O.L. (True 
Sounds of Liberty) was one of the most notorious bands associated with 
the American hardcore scene. When the band was scheduled to play 
Chicago’s Riot Fest in 2008 I was extremely excited to interview their 
lead singer Jack Grisham. The band cancelled, so this interview never 
ran that fall when it was first conducted. 

A charismatic storyteller and riveting screen presence, Grisham has 
appeared in a number of films and videos, including T.S.O.L.'s spot in 
Penelope Spheeris' cult classic Suburbia, Grisham as talking head in 
punk documentaries American Hardcore and Rage (in which he boasts 
of trashing people’s houses) and in several concert DVDs, including 
T.SO.L. - Early Years Live (MVD). This compilation of 1980s' Target 
and Flipside videos reveals the innocence and joy of a young band so 
often associated with darkness and menace, and includes as a bonus 
feature an excerpt from Grisham's biography An American Demon, due 
later this year. In the book Grisham explores how addictions to ego are 
as destructive as drug abuse 

There are countless questions one could pose to a band that has gone 
through so many highs and lows over the decades. In the early 80s they 
became simultaneously one of the most popular and hated bands on the 
scene, with some scene leaders, fanzine editors, and bands badmouthing 
them around the country, and a reputation for violence following them 
on their tours. T.S.O.L. has had myriad claims to infamy, including the 
era in the late 80s when a substance abusing-Grisham gave the blessing 
to a T.S.O.L. lineup featuring only the original bassist to continue as a 
hair metal band, and (after the original band’s late 90s’ reformation) a 
T.S.0.L. show providing the venue for a twisted 21st century version of 
Altamont (the black stabbing victim was armed, and the racists he shot 
sued for millions). But I really only had one thing I wanted to ask 
T.S.O.L.’s debut self-titled E.P. was an overtly political proto-hardcore 
offering featuring songs titled “Property is Theft,” Abolish 
Government” and the awesome World War III.” Six months later they 
followed up with "Dance With Me," a brilliant LP that combined the 
raw, stumbling aesthetic of punk with the melodramatic, spooky 
flourishes of goth. The band's genius was managing to sound genuinely 
badass while Grisham sings about swirling (the title track), necrophilia 
(the upbeat track “Code Blue”), and 
(“Sounds of Laughter”), with vocal affectations that fall somewhere 





corpse-copulation clowns 





between Peter Murphy and Charles Nelson Reilly. Because the band, 
known as athletic, violent tough guys who courted macho So-Cal fans of 
the same ilk, was also known for being provocateurs and tricksters 
(Grisham has a different name on each record, billed as Jim Woo, Alex 
Morgan, and others) I always assumed that the beautifully absurd fey 
“Dance Me” was a prank challenging the 
masculinity of their meathead audience. My friends disagreed, so I was 


melodrama of with 
anxious to confirm my theory. As you'll read, I was apparently wrong. 
ROCTOBER: The first record is so overtly political and super 
straight forward and I always argue with my friends that because of 
your reputation as a trickster and troublemaker, “Dance with Me,” 
with some of the affectation and the absurdity of the gothy stuff, is 
somewhat of a prank, is that fair to say? Were you goofing a little on 
the hyper-male punk audience? 

Jack Grisham: No. (laughs) Not at all, That's the trouble with us, if 
you're not from here 

I'm not. 

Most people aren't, and that’s what they never got about us. I used to be 
in a band called Vicious Circle, and when I was in Vicious Circle I was 
always walking around with full white face paint makeup, dark clothes, 
and this was in ’78, And I'd been ripping off cemeteries and churches 
since before that, because that was like an easy target for us because 
they left the doors open. So before all the T.S.O.L. stuff we were dong 
that. And if you look on the very first record I’ve got dark eye shadow 
and whiteface makeup and my hair's standing straight up, so I had that 
same kind of dark look before then. And we were playing all the songs 
from “Dance with Me.” “Dance with Me” and the first EP came out 
within six mont oh other. 
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change in content... 
No, not really, the only thing that really makes it is the cover. If we had 
thrown an American Flag on the cover of “Dance with Me” instead of a 
grim reaper 

Oh, c’mon! The lyrics are overtly political lyrics throughout the EP, 
“Where do I fit in this government,” and then there’s melodramatic 
lyrics about “a floor of bone and skulls” and “Clown in costume” on 
“Dance with Me”... 

(Laughs) T.S.O.L. was a band before I got in the band, so “World War 
II] and a couple of the songs on the EP were already songs they had 
written, and when I joined the band I started writing the lyrics. The only 
called “No Way Out.” And 





lyrics I wrote on the first EP were for a son 
then I wrote everything on “Dance with Me.” 
But you’re certainly not dead-serious on “Dance with Me.” Some of 
the lines like, “I like it better when they smell of formaldehyde are 
punch-line-ish... 
But if you look at that whole song it’s a joke, that song isn’t saying I 
want to bone dead people. It was saying I would rather sleep with dead 
people than these bitches at the school I’m going to. That’s what the 
song says, I'd rather fuck the dead than fuckin’ sleep with you. I was a 
7 year-old kid in high school, just saying, “fucking bitches...” I hate to 
sound like that but that-s how 17 year-olds talk. And that was the only 
song, other than “Funeral March” which we lifted from Edgar Allan 
Poe, that was 
No, all the songs have the same vocal affectation and the same kind 
of drama, and I’m not saying this to put down the record, its one of 
my all time favorites. Let me ask you this, I don’t think you toured 
here too much, but we knew you had a reputation of being kind of 
macho badasses (in Touch & Go magazine #19, from 1982, Jay 
Yuenger of Rights of the Accused/White Zombie recalls Grisham hitting 
him with a microphone at a volatile Chicago show). Yet you didn’t 
hesitate to use this kind of English, fey, affected vocal style... 
That’s what I grew up listening to, but we did come out there quite a lot. 














We did our first tour of the whole US in 81, In Chicago we loved the 
Effigies, we would stay with them. But you got to think, I never even 
fucking cared about music until punk rock. Music to me was just a 
fucking backdrop. Like, I was shocked the first time I saw punk. | 





thought, why would somebody dress up like music? I didn’t understand 
how music could influence the way someone would look. Like it really 
tripped me out, it would be like guys wearing KISS makeup to school, I 
didn’t understand it. So when I first got into punk rock all the bands I 
listened to were English bands. I basically grew up on Sham 69, and the 
Damned and Siouxsie and the Banshees and the Pistols, so 1 ended up 
aping those guys vocally without really noticing. 

Did you considering T.S.O.L. to be a hardcore band? 

No. 

You were just a punk band that was embraced by hardcore? 

The trouble with that is when we first started playing there wasn’t 
hardcore, there wasn’t anything like that, it was just punk rock. That was 
something else that was a real fucking nightmare. When you look at that 
early scene the Jam were considered a punk band. Siouxsie and the 
Banshees, Adam and the Ants! Everyone was considered punk, it wasn't 
all broken down, you're speedcore you're hardcore, you’re goth, you're 
this, there wasn’t any of that. We never cared, it was like a family with 
us. That came later and that was what helped destroy the scene. 

You had a reputation early on that there were fights at your shows 
and when you were on tour you would bust up people’s houses. 
Never. The guys that busted up the houses,..look at Bad Brains, what 
they did to the Big Boys (Note; Bad Brains infamously defaced the 
home of their staunch supporters, the Texas band Big Boys, with 
homophobic graffiti). Unbelievable what they did to them! A lot of these 
kids nowadays look up to them as heroes. These guys helped divide the 
scene. Even if you look at Henry from Black Flag and Ian from Minor 
Threat, those two fucks did more to divide this scene than anyone 
outside the scene ever did to it. And they started with their whole 
separation, that these guys aren't like us, and these guys are this and 
these guys are this and you got to do this. It was fucking terrible. 
Terrible. Yeah, we got in a lot of fights but it was mostly fights with 
people who were coming towards punk. If guys were attacking punk we 
fought back. That was the other difference, when punk rock first started, 
especially in Los Angeles, they were kind of more artier, I don’t know if 
that’s the right word...but we were big guys, if somebody drove by us 
and said “Hey! punk sucks!,” they are going to get chased down and get 
the fuck beaten out of them. 

How did it feel when the name T.S.O.L. was this hair metal band? 
At the time when they started doing that I was so self absorbed that | 


didn’t care what anyone was doing as long as it didn’t effect me at the 
moment. I take full responsibility for that hair metal band even though I 
wasn’t in it and had nothing to do with it. Because when they came to 
me and asked do you mind if we keep using the name I said, “I don’t 
give a fuck what you do, check out my new fur coat, it’s made out of 
cocker spaniel.” I could have said no and that hair metal band would 
have never happened. They basically took that name and drug it through 
the mud and we're still dealing with that today. Those guys when they 
continued on in the band they took the philosophy, the anti-hero, anti- 
rock star, complete hardcore socialist philosophy and they went into the 
hair metal shit and completely went against the beliefs. People look at us 
differently, so it’s been hard to deal with. When bands that were back in 
the day get so much respect and people look at us and say, we'll they 
never held true...fuck it. 

Most fans don’t consider that T.S.O.L.. 

The trouble is the people that write history control history. You can get 
guys writing that Henry worked at an ice cream parlor and that’s what 
kids believe. So basically you get guys that don’t now exactly what 
happened writing on rumor and conjecture. 

Actually, lan worked at an ice cream parlor. 

Whatever (/aughs). But look at Ian, a lot of guys don’t know what those 
guys did to T.S.O.L., those guys were so bummed on us, they started 
this whole thing that when T.S.O.L. comes to Washington D.C. the 
skinhead strike force is going to be there and kick our asses, and they are 
doing cartoons in fanzines that we're going to get our asses kicked, all 
of this bullshit. They started all this crap about this East Coast/West 
Coast thing with us. When supposedly we're supposed to be this family. 
We went out to DC and none of those guys showed up, it was just them 
being cowardly little cunts basically. And then when Minor Threat are 
coming out to California Ian calls me on the phone and says, hey , I 
want to make sure we’re OK. Well now you want to be OK because 
you're coming out where I live, and the people where I live don’t make 
threats, they just fuck people up. So I basically had to tell people please 
leave them alone when they come here. It’s not good for the scene 
to...there were guys I knew that basically wanted to carve them up. 
What happened with the House of Blues thing? 

Me and a friend were hanging out back stage, my friend happened to be 
a black guy — a big, scary, Jamaican drug lord-looking guy. We're 
sitting backstage when this skinhead walks up and says “Hey Jack, I bet 
you're glad not to be going back to jail anymore dealing with those 
niggers and spics,” and I just fucking look at the guy like, are you 
fucking kidding me? And my buddy, who's like 6’ 6"’, 300 pounds, he’s 
huge, he looks at the guy and just kind of shakes him off. So this 
drunken skin looks at the guy and says, “No offense bro.” Then he 
continues! So my buddy gets up and starts to walk away, and this 
drunken idiot says, “I guess you traded your gun in for a crack pipe, huh 
nigger?” That’s what he says to my buddy. So my buddy turns around, 
pulls a gun out of his pants, stuck it in his face, and said, “as a matter of 
fact I didn’t, what now? So that’s how it started, then it got on stage and 
they continued to harass this guy, and one of the guys ended up pulling a 
knife and stabbing my friend and when they stabbed him he just pulled 
the gun out and shot the guy in the face and it went through the mouth of 
one guy and into the arm of the other. 

So this led to crippling legal debts, right? 

Well, they tried to involve us because we knew him, he was on our guest 
list, we got him in, I saw the gun...they basically tried to suck us into it. 
Then they tried to sue us for damages, one of the guys was claiming he 
couldn’t drive his Porsche because his arm was injured, that was 
seriously on the deposition. 

The skinhead with the Porsche! 

When the cops came to me I said I wouldn’t have waited, | would have 
shot him backstage, he was an idiot. So it ended up costing us about 
$20,000 dollars in legal fees trying to get out of it. 

Why did you change your name on every record? 

It was a joke, it was kind if like there are no heroes, 

I always heard you had made so many enemies and you were trying 
to trick them into thinking you’d left the band. 

(Laughs) Well that was true too. But it’s not like I was hard to find. 
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PiL in Vancouver, 1984. Photo: Bev Dav 
Nardwuar: Who are you? 

John Lydon: /Laughs/ I'm John Lydon. I'm half a century young and 
looking good at it. 

And John, PiL (Public Image Ltd.) are back on the road. Who's in 
PiL these days? 

Bruce Smith on drums, Lu Edmonds on various sorted of instruments 
from the Middle East, including a guitar for those who like western 
twangs, and Scott (Firth) on bass 

John, I thought it's really interesting that Bruce Smith is back in the 
band because he also played with The Pop Group and The Slits. 
Yeah. 

Have you heard the new Slits LP? 

No, this has nothing to do with it 

But have you heard the new SI 
No, I haven't. 

It's really cool that Paul Cook's daughter is playing in The Slits. 

Oh, that's been quite some time, that. 

Hollie Cook is in The Slits. 

Yeah, that's been quite some time. My wife is of Ariana's (Ari Up) 
mother, the lead singer of The Slits. We're all interrelated. 

John Lydon, do you know Soo Catwoman's kids have a band too? 
No, I don't know, Gosh, I must be out of date. Did you find all this out 
on Twitter? /laughs] 

Exactly. They're called Good Weather Girl and it made me think, 
when was the last time you saw Soo? 

Oh, I remember The Weather Girls /laughs]— 

No, not The Weather Girls — although they were good. 

I used to love The Weather Girls. They were hilarious. /laughs] 

When did you last see The Weather Girls? 

That's ages back now. But me, I like all kinds of music. 

When was the last time you saw Soo Catwoman, John Lydon? 

A long time ago. Why do you insist on adopting that "John Lydon" 
moniker? 

Should I just call you Johnny then, or John? 

Yeah, John. John please. It sounds a bit too formal and it’s rather like 
being interrogated by Norwegian police /laughs]. 

John, you are a Gooner, aren't you? You are a Gooner. 

I've supported Arsenal since I was four years old, yes. I would be very 
careful of the term "Gooner," though, because that's a term in which in 
its original format, was applied to the Arsenal football hooligans and not 
the regular fans. 

I was phoning you here from Vancouver, B. C. and we once had an 
NASL (North American Soccer League) team called the Vancouver 
Whitecaps and there were some connections between the Whitecaps 
and Arsenal. I was wondering if you could tell the people about 
Alan Ball. He used to play for the Whitecaps. 
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Oh, Alan Ball of Arsenal fame? 

Yes, he played for the Whitecaps. 

Most wonderful player. Love that man's skill and style on the ball. His 
career really was made in Everton, but he kind of finished up at Arsenal. 
But you know, we love him still. A legend. 

He played for the Vancouver Whitecaps and helped them win— 

I doubt he does that now. I mean, he must be nearly 60 /laughing]. 
Well, he did in 1979 and he helped win the Soccer Bowl for the 
Whitecaps, but I was just thinking there's— 

That's fantastic. Go on, I'm really pleased you brought that up. I love to 
hear of old players doing well, you know, in their retirement years. 
Because far too many of them are, I don't know, sent to the knackers 
yard. You know, like poor old horses for dog food. 

John, another player that played on the Whitecaps from Arsenal 
was Jon Sammels. Do you remember? 

Oh yes, Jonny Sammels. 

What can you tell the people about Johnny Sammels? 

Well, he was an odd player. Some didn't like him at all because he could 
be fairly inconsistent. But for me he wore the red and white of Arsenal. 
Therefore, perfect. I'm very loyal to my Arsenal. In fact, I'm a loyal 
person generally, except to the Royal Family //aughs/]. 

Well, thank you for answering these Arsenal questions because I 
have one last one here about Arsenal. We had Pierce O'Leary play 
for the Whitecaps. 

Who? 

Pierce O'Leary, who is David O'Leary's brother. 

Oh, that's fun. 

David O'Leary, isn't he the classic Arsenal player? Isn't he one of 
the most famous Arsenal players ever? 

Yeah, then he went on to be an unclassic manager for such teams as 
Leeds United //aughs]. David O'Leary used to drink at a pub I used to 
drink in, around the back of Finsbury Park. He comes from a time when 
Arsenal players actually used to socialize with the locals. 

Was that the Sir George Robey Pub? 

Nope, it was The Moray Arms. 

What was the Sir George Robey Pub like? That was quite a famous 
pub, wasn't it? 

It was alright, for local. It was a pub that used to celebrate the comedian 
George Robey, so it was a very good atmosphere to be growing up in, 
surrounded by reminiscences of comedy. For me, a perfect backdrop to 
my career. 

John Lydon, it's an honor to speak to you and I've been trying to 
speak to you since, believe it or not, October 14, 1984 when PiL 
played in Vancouver at the War Memorial Gymnasium with punk 
rock band D.O.A. Do you remember that gig at all? 1984, 
Vancouver. You were wearing pajamas and were covered in spit. 

I remember not many gigs because as you must understand, I've 
performed almost continuously for nearly 30 years now. But I always 
have fond memories of Canada — particularly Toronto because I have 
family there. You will always run into these idiots that just love to spit at 
you because they've read it in the newspapers and have been ill informed 
that that's the done thing. It should not be the done thing. You're 
spreading your disease. I had, when I was young, a very, very serious 
illness called meningitis, which put me in a coma for three months. 
When I came out of that coma, apart from losing my memory, some of 
the side issues I've had to live with all my life is very, very bad sinus 
problems. So when I'm onstage, every now and again I have to clear 
either my nostril or my throat from phlegm. I overproduce those two 
issues. I do not spit at an audience and I do not expect them to spit at 
me. I always have a bucket neatly placed. So if spitting be your 
proclivity in life, bring your own bucket. 

John, has the spitting stopped? Do people still spit? 

Of course, of course. Ages ago and I'm touring now with Public Image, 
which is a very different kind of audience, really. Where people don't 
feel the need to try to be ignorant, which was an unfortunate side issue 
of the Pistols. Many of our audience got it wrong. We have to progress 
the human spirit, not degress it. 

I remember, though I didn't make it to the gig — 

And those weren't pajamas, that was my idea of style [laughs]. Black 





and white stripes, yes? 

Maybe I was confused because there's also a keyboard player for 
the Boomtown Rats, Johnny Fingers. 

Oh, very different. He didn't have elasticated cuffs on the ankles or the 
waist [/aughs]. 

Indeed. 

There be the style issue. 

John, Jim Walker, the first PiL drummer, was from Vancouver. I 
once asked Paul Cook about Jim Walker and he said, "You'll have 
to ask John about that." What can you tell the people about Jim 
Walker from Vancouver? 

Well, they wouldn't have known each other, so Paul was dead right. Jim 
Walker was a really strange character. He seemed open and friendly 
enough until he joined PiL, and I didn't quite understand the reasons for 
it, but he went very dark and somber there for a while, which was a 
shame and he didn't last very long. 

It's pretty incredible, though, a guy from Vancouver moving to 
England and ending up in a band with you, John, ex- Sex Pistols- 

If you're good enough, that's what happens. 

Was that all through Melody Maker or an ad? How did he end up in 
the actual band? 

I think I spotted an ad in the paper and kind of unwittingly thought, well 
"Why not?" But it paid off. I mean, he was an excellent drummer. 

It was great, too, he was from Vancouver, B.C.— 

He introduced a very nice free-flowing drum style, which definitely 
gave wind to the theme tune to Public Image being Public Image. Miss 
him dearly. Apparently he's, at the moment, working in film. 

Oh, really? He also later formed the band The Pack, didn't he? 

He also moved to Israel to work in a kibbutz for some unearthly reason 
[laughs]. Jim's a strange one, but fair play to him. 

Very near Vancouver is Seattle, Washington. PiL have a song called 
"Seattle." Was that song inspired by a La-Z-Boy chair that was 
stolen by the band Green River, who opened for PiL in Seattle? 
Pardon? I didn't understand any of that. You talked too much and too 
slurry. 

OK, John Lydon. Here it is: PiL have the song "Seattle.” 

Firstly, I'll tell you how "Seattle" was written. It’s because we had a 
week off in the middle of the tour and were stuck in Seattle and so, we 
coined the song's title, "Seattle." It wasn't, at the time, very relevant to 
the song, really, but then years and years and years later, with those riots 
you had in Seattle over the World Trade Order? 

Yes. 

If you check out some of the refrains in the song about palaces, 
barricades, threats made promises. It shows a great deal of foresight on 
my part. 

I had heard, John Lydon, that the song "Seattle" was inspired also 
by a La-Z-Boy chair that had been stolen from you by the band that 
opened for you, Green River. 

A chair? 

A chair had been stolen. 

[Laughing] I'm sure if that were the case, a chair would have been 
mentioned. 

Because apparently, it was about a band that— 

[Laughing] Listen, when I write songs, they're not obtuse. If it was 
about a deck chair, I would have said so. So that's nonsense. 

John, when you did the reality show I'm A Celebrity... Get Me Out 
Of Here!, did you think about the movie Carry On Camping at all? 

I suppose it was in my psychology somewhat, being British and being 
that that's a fun-loving approach to such events, but no. Mostly I did that 
to raise money for charities I was affiliated with, and I raised a 
substantial amount. That was my only reason for doing it. 

Carry On Camping is probably the best Carry On movie, isn't it? 

It's kind of like how the English really are. We're very, very good at 
taking things seriously when we need to, but when we don't need to, 
we're very good at having fun. 

John Lydon, did you like being on Judge Judy? 

No. Let me deal with the Judge Judy issue. That was a false accusation, 
and the man who made it clearly went for fame and fortune. Rather than 
dealing with any said accusation in a proper law court, he went to the 


TV. Judge Judy had seen the falseness in his claim and indeed, I won 
hands down. I didn't enjoy the environment at all, and the prospect of 
being judged by a TV company utterly appalled me. There's a worry I 
have about that kind of show; that they just might lead in to trial by TV 
as indeed the O.J. (Simpson) fiasco showed how a sensible judgment 
was not reached because of the TV aspect of it. 

I guess that's what I was wondering. Should all rock disputes be 
handled with Judge Judy? 

No, and indeed I don't think you should judge the law as entertainment. 
Would you yourself ever consider going back to school and try to 
become Judge Johnny? 

No. 

John Lydon, Time Zone with Afrika Bambaataa was probably the 
first rock record with hip-hop. How did you hook up with— 

Not probably, it was. 

How did you hook up with Afrika Bambaataa? 

Mutual respect is the same kind of music. In the early days of what we 
call hip-hop — which later turned into rap — people had much more 
open minds about music. You could be involving all genres of music 
and basically balancing them into a jolly good evening of dance with 
some social awareness lyrics. And so I took great joy in working with 
Afrika Bambaataa, and I think we made a really excellent record. 
Unfortunately, of course it didn't grab the mainstream headlines that 
later pieces of work with AC/DC — or, no, Aerosmith — and I can't 
remember his name now... Run D.M.C. They followed on our heels. 
How did you get together with the band Leftfield, John? 

Through mutual acquaintances. I used to work in play centers for 
problem children before the Sex Pistols. My job was the keep them off 
the streets and keep them safe and teach them a little thing or two about 
life. Indeed, one of Leftfield, Neil (Barnes), did the same job. Through 
a mutual friend who also did the same job, we got together and it took 
just a little over a year until we fine-tuned it down to a proper rhythm 
and the lyrics flowed naturally. Unfortunately for us — and for me in 
particular because I live in Los Angeles, you see — the record was done 
some three months before its release. On the day of release in Los 
Angeles, we had those dreadful forest fires. So on the refrain of a song, 
"burn, Hollywood, burn" it was automatically presumed I was 
celebrating the forest fires of L.A. I live in L.A. I would never celebrate 
the burning of my house or anybody else's. Wrongly judged. 

But I think you are doing that song on this current tour, aren't you? 
I enjoy doing it, yeah. In a more seriously different way because for that 
song, in the studio we used a lot of programming and it was computer 
led. When I play live with PiL, we like to play it analog. We like to play 
it on instruments. Although Public Image is well known for its use of 
technology, it's not the only thing we can do. 

John, I have the Sex Pistols on 8-track, believe it or not. 

That's showing your age. 

I bought it a couple of years ago for $25, which actually, was a 
bargain. I heard it was going for a hundred, but I've researched this 
and I found out that PiL— 

Have you found a deck to play this 8-track? 

Yes, you can find them everywhere. 

Very good. I've still got some very old Roy Orbison /laughs]. 

What I was wondering was that PiL's Second Edition, Metal Box in 
America came out on 8-track. Do you have one? 

I don't think it came out on 8-track, but it's definitely been re-released — 
I think three or four years ago. I did this small deal with this very small 
label where we re-released it on vinyl. 

Apparently, according to the internet, it's actually on 8-track. PiL's 
Second Edition— 

Somebody might have it on 8-track. I don't know how it got there. It was 
never part of any arrangement I had with the record company. 

Did you think that when you doing album, you might have had 8- 
track? Like album, cassette, t-shirt, 8-track? Did that ever come 
into discussion? 

No, because the technology was already out of date. 

John Lydon, do you like Devo? 

[pauses] Yeah. 








I had heard that Mark Mothersbaugh of Devo was asked to be your 
replacement in the Sex Pistols. Did you ever hear that? 

No. 

John, what's good about Samsonite travel pants? 

I don't suppose very much at all. They're uncomfortable and they cause 
terrible crease marks on your trousers. Although Samsonite, they make 
fairly decent suitcases. They made a brilliant line of travel pants some 
years ago, which I still have to this day. What I liked most about them 
was they had zips from the ankle all the way up to the hip on each leg. 
You could open it up and there was a nylon mesh, which would let your 
legs breathe more easily in hotter climates. Very, very excellent. They 
looked very smart. I could not understand why they never took off as an 
idea. 

Samsonite travel pants. Did you use those when you went to South 
Africa because you did some shark cage diving. That was incredible. 
No, I think it'd be rather insane in nylon mesh and thin, thin linen 
[laughs]. To be climbing up and down mountains in South Africa 
because I met many a gorilla pack there and you certainly can't be 
wearing them while diving for great whites. 

When you were in Africa, did you visit Ginger Baker at all? 

No. He's in a completely different part of the continent. Africa is very 
large. 

I thought maybe, because you’d done some stuff with him before. 
Yeah, no. When you do these kinds of filming, you're on a very tight 
budget and you don't get any time really to go off wandering. 

What was it like with the sharks? When you were down with the 
sharks in a cage? 

Thrilling, because I'd studied marine biology. I've had an interest in 
sharks, I suppose ever since I'd seen Jaws and naturally followed it 
through. They're much more magnificent in the flesh, I should say, than 
they are dead or stuffed in museums. They're a thrilling creature and I 
totally respect them, as indeed I do all walks of life, all frames of life. 
Iggy Pop, John, did an ad in the U.K. for insurance. Noddy Holder 
from Slade did a great fish and chips ad and you did an amazing 
one for butter. 

Yeah, well, that was a product I actually believed in, backed and 
supported because British products in Britain are getting a hard shift of 
it. Foreign exports are killing what is British commerce and so I was 
quite happy to back that. 

It had one of the best NME headlines ever. The New Music Express 
had the headline "John Lydon Revives Country Life Butter Sales." 
That was a great headline. 

Yes, apparently by some 87 per cent. It was a successful campaign all 
around. The point being, at the time, there was a lot of negativity that 
was slung at me. That I was somehow "selling out" and becoming 
"commercial." I will always be commercial when it's backing British 
products. Indeed, | am a British product myself. 

And you are John Lydon. And John, in that ad I noticed a whole 
bunch of cows chasing after you. What was that like? 

Well, there was something like a script, but the people that picked me 
for this campaign had the common sense to let me play with that. It was 
a lot of improvising, which is why it worked so well. That's the real 
John, having fun. 

Preparing for this PiL tour, John, what sort of food do you eat? My 
friend Ronnie— 

Country Life Butter //aughs). 

What sort of other food or drinks do you have, because my friend 
Ronnie (Barnett) from the band The Muffs saw you in Venice, 
California one time having a smoothie. Do you like smoothies? 

No, he's telling a lie. I don't drink smoothies. 

What do you drink, then, to prepare for a tour? 

Uh...brussels sprout juice. 

John, at one time you gave a special sandwich with salty tasting 
mayonnaise — 

Yeah, we'll let’s not go there, thank you. 

OK. How about Quadrophenia? Phil Daniels recently said you, John 
Lydon, were almost Jimmy in Quadrophenia. 

Yes, I was. I went for that role because Pete Townshend had asked me 
to, but I had somewhat of a disagreement with The Who's manager. It 


never came about, which is a shame. Although Phil Daniels did a 
fantastic job, I gotta say, I could have added something to that. 

What did you think, John, about the mod revival bands, like The 
Purple Hearts or The Chords, or The Merton Parkas? 

I was never really interested in revivalism in that way because I have a 
better term for it. I call it "genre hopping." It's too easy for you to pick 
up what somebody else has done. It's like stealing someone's coat and 
claming it as your own when you really should be spending your time 
creating something completely new from your own sense of 
individuality. Understand? 

I do indeed. Is that what the Public Image Ltd. song "Memories" 
was about? 

No. 

John, I was also curious about Hawkwind. Over the years, people 
haye wondered what exactly was your role, like, were you their LSD 
supplier — 

[Loud laughter] 

Or were you their roadie? Were you another “hairy” in the crowd? 
What was your role, John? 

[Laughs] Off the top of my head, I can't think of a suitable refrain for 
the letters LSD but no, that was not my role. They were a band that were 
great fun live, and I used to love at an early age to travel off to the rock 
festivals, usually on my own. Hawkwind would always be playing those 
kinds of events, and I love that sense of community you could get from 
the very early festivals. These days, those kinds of festivals are too 
orchestrated, you feel manipulated and you can't even go to the toilet 
without a credit card. It's taken on a different role for me. It's not really 
community-run or community appreciated. It's more constructed and 
contrived. But at the same time, good bands do play them and I do them 
myself from time to time because you have to or otherwise you'll starve. 
That's the business we live in. 

John, when you're going through customs, you've seen an awful lot. 
Did you actually — 

No, I'd put it a better way than that. The customs have seen an awful lot 
of me [laughs]. 

Ba-boom! Yes they have, indeed. I was curious— 

I don't know what it is they're looking for but honestly, it's back to 
brussels sprout juice, and baked beans and cabbage. I will eat these 
things before I take a long flight because I'm aware of what customs 
may be trying to pull on me at the other end. Or pull off me to be more 
accurate. 

Didn't you once encounter a customs guy that had an actual 
mohawk? That must have made you feel at ease. 

It's like, the times they are a changing. I found it deeply hilarious and 
heartwarming in an odd way. You know, "Welcome to Britain. Yes, 
we're going to strip search you... with mohawks [laughs], just to make 
you fit in!" /laughs] It's odd that a hairdo that's actually the symbol 
against repression has been incorporated into repression. But on the 
other hand, I do kind of understand airport security because as I've let it 
be known, once me and wife were booked on that Lockerbie flight, that 
Pan Am special. We missed that flight because my wife was slow at 
packing, so we changed it to the next day. If we were on that plane, we 
would have been blown up. So I do understand airport security because I 
don't think anyone innocent should have to suffer that way. It's not so 
much you being blown to smithereens; it's what it did to my family 
members who had all presumed I had caught the flight and seen that on 
the news that it had been blown up in the sky. It's quite unnerving. My 
view on terrorism and indeed all acts of violence is negative. 

John, how about The Exploited and Crass? You've expressed an 
interest in liking those bands. Have you seen The Exploited? 
They're still on the circuit out there, playing. 

Oh, they are what they are. They stick to their guns. It's a limited range, 
but that’s fine for them, They do what they enjoy and they do it really 
well, so more power to them. People who do this because they like what 
they're doing are the people that interest me. 

For instance, The Vibrators are still going. 

So they should. With a battery change, anything is possible. 

Ba-boom! And John, I was wondering, did The Ruts play better 
reggae than The Clash? 








Who? 

The Ruts. Did The Ruts play better reggae than The Clash? 

Neither of them and they shouldn't have bothered to try and mess with a 
musical format that neither of them understood too well. 

Apart from my many things in life, | was DJing reggae in reggae clubs 
at 15 years old. Because, for me, where I come from, Finsbury Park, was 
a very working class, mixed culture neighbourhood. So reggae, to me, 
was a very natural part of my backdrop. I didn't think it was with those 
two outfits, and I think it showed. Also The Police, when they went into 
that "Roxanne" vibe. They were on the wrong side of the hoof. 

John, what about the band Magma? They are amazing. 

Truly, truly masterful. Stunning work. 

They had their own language. What can you tell the people about 
Magma and their own language? 

Well, there were several of those bands and there was a term for it. 
Europa something or the other, | can't remember now off the top of my 
head. I found that new language part a little intellectual, a little contrived 
and conceited. But as the European community has been evolving over 
the decades, there is a kind of Franc-Italian-Deutsch Englishness that's 
creeping in. It's quite a good thing to be multi-languaged and indeed, 
open to multiculturalism, It means no more war, you understand? 

And that's what we want. 

And we start to celebrate our differences rather than bitterly oppose 
them — something the Republicans in this country could do well to 
learn from. 

John, the Can remix record was called Sacrilege. Was that named— 
I don't know the remix. For me, Can was as it was originally, as I used 
to see them live. 

I heard that they named the record Sacrilege because you wouldn't 
do a remix. In other words, it would be “sacrilegious” to mess with 
Can material and that's why they called it Sacrilege. 

Who did the remix? 

I thought that you were asked to do a remix. 

Oh, I was asked. Yes, this is true. My gosh, this is so long back now. 

I wouldn't do it. I see no reason to, because why do I need to stick my 
name on their hard-earned work? If they want to remix their own 
material, that's well and fine and they have every right to. But the last 
thing a band that good needs is a bunch of outsiders hobnobbing with 
their material. Kind of destructive, really. When record companies allow 
what took so much effort to be so original in the first place to be just 
thrown out there to a bunch of preposterous, new young brats on the 
block. It's not a good thing. 

Do you, yourself, have any Can bootlegs? 

No, no. I have never, ever, ever have bought a bootleg in my life. I never 
will. It's thievery. 

What do you remember about playing with Screaming Lord Sutch? 
How funny he was. Not much else. He actually did understand reggae 
and he did it extremely well. He was bang on the money because he was 
brought up in that environment. It wasn't him jumping on the 
bandwagon. Screaming Lord Sutch was pure good, jolly, decent reggae, 
actually. 

Here is a letter from June 18, 1976 from the New Musical Express, 
and it says, "I'd love to see the Pistols make it. Maybe they'll be able 
to afford some clothes which don't look like they've been slept in." 
[Laughs] How sweet. The point being, yes, many of my clothes on tour 
I do sleep in because you can't be lugging huge suitcases of stuff around 
with you. It slows you down. When you have to leave very early in the 
morning from one hotel to the other and travel great distances, the last 
thing you want to be doing is remembering where all your different 
accruements are. And so you know, it's nice, but unless you're 
volunteering to carry my suitcases around for me, I'm going to look like 
I've slept in my clothes and that's it, period, the end. 

And do you know who wrote that letter? Steven Morrissey. He was 
the one that wrote that letter, Steven Morrissey. 

Who? 

Morrissey. 

Oh, him with the flowers? 

Yes, he wrote on June 18, 1976. 


How sweet. He'd do anything to get famous //aughs]. Send that man a 
dandelion. /laughs/]. 

Did you ever see him around L.A. at all? 

He came to a Pistols gig I did here, at the Greek Theatre. 

He didn't mention the letter that he wrote, then, from 1976? 

No, that would be utterly ridiculous. It's very, very difficult to meet 
people backstage because you're full of angst and care about your own 
gig and you can't be getting involved in distracting conversations. I've 
never found it easy to socialize at my own venues, I'd much rather leave, 
you know, as soon as I come off the stage because it's too hard. You're 
not in any fit frame of mind to debate anything at any serious level 
because you're exhausted. 

How about some of your old friends from Britain? Have you had 
them over? Has Billy Idol ever been to your house? Have you ever 
talked to him very much in L.A.? 

He turned up here years ago with (Sex Pistols guitarist) Steve Jones and 
a bunch of Harley Davidsons. I think The Clash bass player (Paul 
Simonon) was with them, I told them to go away because the noise was 
appalling. /laughs] 

Billy Idol was recently asked to be the singer of Aerosmith. Do you 
think you would be a good choice as the singer of Aerosmith? 

Well, what's wrong with the current bloke? 

I think there was some sort of issue going on for a while and they 
needed a replacement, temporarily. 

That's sad. No, you shouldn't do that. Billy wouldn't be into that, would 
he? Do you know what I mean? When you do that, you're taking 
something away, You're not making it better although Paul Rodgers 
singing Queen songs kind of works. 

Yes, and of course, Paul Rodgers lives in Vancouver, British 
Columbia, Canada. 

Does he, now? /laughs] Have I put my psychic left foot in it? 

Yes, you have indeed. Another Vancouver connection. 

Paul Rodgers is stunning. I've seen him recently and it was fantastic. 
There's something good about that bloke, but then I loved Free very, 
very much when I was young. They were the festival band of all time. 

In the new movie The Runaways, we see Joan Jett making her own 
Sex Pistols T-shirt. 

You've seen that now? Is it out? 

Yes, it is. 

Right, I've got a song in it. 

What do you think about The Runaways? 

They were a fun band at the time and it was good to see from America 
that girls could take on the men. We were used to that in England 
through punk because there were many girl bands who held their own 
with men bands. We viewed each other as equals, so it was kind of neat 
that Americans were offering the same perspective, but it wasn't really. 
It was still girl's day out. 

Well, speaking of Vancouver and movies, did you ever see the movie 
Ladies And Gentlemen, The Fabulous Stains that had Paul Cook and 
Steve Jones in it, that was filmed in Vancouver? 

Yeah, there were some strange themes in that. /laughs/] 

Which ones did you think were strange? 

Oh, I'm not going to go into it, you know /laughs/j, but it kind of 
backfired on poor Paul Cook //aughs]. And I use the word "backfire" 
quite deliberately. Paul will get it and anyone who's seen the film will. 
[laughs] But go on. 

What was the last DVD that you rented? 

I tend not to. If it's not available on cable, then I'm not really interested. I 
don't enjoy going to cinemas because too many people want to talk to 
me. I'm not allowed to be myself. It's very difficult when you've become 
a public figure and you're known. You get very little time out. As 
indeed, as you told me, someone spotted me drinking a smoothie. How 
irrelevant is that? 

I think that might have been the highlight of Ronnie’s week, to see 
you drinking a smoothie. 

That's so not right and so misunderstanding me. I view myself as a 
regular human being, and I don't like people to interrupt my regular 
processes. 








John, the band The Desperate Bicycles, they were one of the first 
DIY punk bands. They had that guitarist, Dan Electro. Do you 
remember The Desperate Bicycles, at all? 

No. 

How about Alternative TV? What did you think of Alternative TV? 
Quite interesting. This is going back, way back, and there's been a 
hundred thousand bands since, but these were great bands, really. The 
difference that punk was offering... there were so many variations. It's a 
shame that punk, over the years, has become ill-defined by nonsense like 
Courtney Love to one extreme, celebrating drugs and vapid stupidity. 
And the other, Green Day, celebrating spiky hair and studded leather 
jackets. Neither of those two statements really have managed to come up 
with anything valid, verbal-wise. They're not for the improvement of the 
human race; they're just there to mimic and are, quite frankly, mock us. 
One of my favorite bands from that era, as well as Sex Pistols, was 
The Boys. They are still going, too. Do you remember The Boys? 
Yeah, I met them a few times. They could be alright. But again, it's that 
backstage scenario. AC/DC, too. Judas Priest. All these bands. I'd love 
to say hello, but it’s when you come off stage, there's not much more 
you can be offering in terms of conversation. For me, it's not nice to hear 
"Great show, Johnny." It's kind of irritating. So, myself, when I go to see 
other bands, I don't like to go backstage because I realize what a 
challenging, compromising situation that can be to both sides. It's a real 
pressure, but I suppose it's the only way really that fellow musicians can 
get to meet because we don't really have any social network outside of 
that. At least, I don't. 

Have you had a chance to meet many of the heroes in American 
punk rock,? Or Canadian punk rock? Jello Biafra? Have you met 
Jello, from The Dead Kennedys? 

Yes, I have. I met him backstage in San Francisco once, and I met him 
also another time doing an interview in Boston with a deejay then at the 
time, who's name was Oedipus. Both times, I thought he talked too 
much and over-intellectualized everything. And he seemed kind of 
humorless. Whatever his personal agenda was, I thought it was too 
predominant for me. There was no, you know, give it a break, lay off the 
showbiz and just be a human. He was too busy selling himself and 
deliberately trying to be outrageous, which is always nauseating. 

He's done quite a bit of music and he's still doing it. So at least he is 
still doing it- 

He'd be better off letting that talk for him because it can be stifling 
trying to have a conversation with him. You know, everything has to be 
explained instantly and I disagree. There are times that, as human 
beings, we just need to socialize in a more friendly way. Indeed, you can 
learn far more from humour than you can deadpan seriousness. It's not a 
war all the time. You don't have to walk around wearing your angst. 
Who do you think was your favorite American punk band? Did you 
like The Avengers, who played with the Pistols? 

I never viewed it that way, and I've always bitterly disagreed with those 
kinds of definitions. I've never really accepted the term "punk" or any 
category. Anything that labels us, lessens us. 

I, myself, have tried to help spread the word of PiL quite a bit when 
I've been interviewing bands. I interviewed a Canadian band called 
Simple Plan. I don't know if you've heard about them. They are like 
a pop-punk band and they were wearing some T-shirts that were 
really generic and I thought I would give them a PiL shirt to wear 
during the interview. So I gave them a PiL shirt to wear during the 
interview, so I've tried to give PiL shirts to bands that I think should 
wear PiL shirts. 

I would find that a little compromising to my personal philosophy 
because I don't insist that anyone should wear anything that I've dictated 
to them. 

They didn't keep the shirt on that long. 

Although I do understand your sense of fun. But the fact that they put it 
on at all shows a weakness of personality //aughs]. Or they'd be more 
than happy for the gift. It's a fine line between the two, isn't it? 

Yes, and they took the shirt right off after that. 

Oh, well, at least they put it on. What a mug /laughs/. I think you scored 
kudos there. [laughs] You showed a basic inadequacy in his psychology. 





Thanks so much, John Lydon. Anything else you'd like to add to the 
people out there, at all? 

Yes. Public Image is a band that really, really has changed the landscape 
of music. We've created so many different genres in unto ourselves, and 
there's so many bands out there that are currently hugely popular and 
they have given more of a nod than a wink to our forms of music. And 
they've claimed it as their own. Well, hello, come and have a listen to 
granddad because I'm the one that taught them what was safe /laughs]. 
And indeed, those musical formats I'm talking about were not safe for 
me to be inventing at the time. I don't deliberately go out of my way to 
be different; it just seems to happen. Because the subject matter I'm 
dealing with matters so much to me on a personal level. I'm singing 
from the heart and the soul. I am a folk musician at heart, and I do not 
give a nod and a wink to others when I'm writing songs. They're about 
what I think matter. I'm not imitating, I'm not faking. Public Image is a 
valid, valid operation and always will be. That's not bad from a man 
who's 50 years young. 

Thanks so much, John, Keep on rocking in the free world and doot 
doola doot doo... 

Doot doot! /laughs]. Come on, you Gooners! [laughs] 

Great. Thanks so much for your time. 

If Arsenal can be of any more assistance to Canadian soccer, I'm more 
than happy. 

Long live the Vancouver Whitecaps, right? 

That's a brilliant combination. I must get their shirt. 

We'll have to get one to you. 

[Laughs] I'm sure I can procure one on my own. 

We'll also get you an 8-track too, from Second Edition. 

I've never seen it. I pay no attention to what's available on eBay, you 
understand? /laughs] I'm not one for collecting memorabilia. Least of 
all, of myself. 

Well, I want to say, your bandmate Paul was really nice because 
when I talked to him— 

Oh, Paul Cook? 

Yes. 

He's just a genuinely nice bloke. 

When I talked to him in 1996, when you played in Vancouver, I told 
him about the Ladies And Gentlemen, The Fabulous Stains movie 
and he didn't have a copy. I offered to bring a copy to the gig and he 
put me on the guest list and I went backstage and met him. 

Yeah, he's a nice person. 

It's really great that now his daughter is playing in The Slits. 

Yeah, it's very good. Little Hollie. 

And now you have a member of The Slits in your band, Johnny, on 
the PiL tour. 

[Laughs] Listen, my stepdaughter is the lead singer of The Slits. 
[laughs] 1 don't need anymore Slits members. [laughs] 

Thanks so much again, John, and keep on rocking in the free world. 
May the road rise and the enemies always be behind you. 

OK, talk to you later. 

Alright. 

Bye. 

To hear this interview hop to http://www.nardwuar.com/vs/john_lydon/ 
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The Knots 


Joey Pinter and the 11k ‘Heartbreaker’ 


By Eric Cecil 


If you're thinking of contacting Joey Pinter to score an original copy of 
the Knots' elusive "Heartbreaker"/"Action" 45, don't bother. There's nary 
a single in his apartment -- not even a sleeveless banged-up keepsake in 
the ol' pantry. In fact, until a year or two ago, when Japan's 1977 
Records negotiated the reissue of the single, he'd nearly forgotten it 
existed. And as the guy who penned and played on both tunes, he's 
surprised that it recently fetched as much as $700 on eBay. 

"Seven hundred? You sure?" 

Sure I'm sure 

“Well, who do I send the bill to?" he jokes. 

Oh, that: I'm unsure. I'm also unsure why such a whip/snap of a punk 
single with assumed major label ties has so few surviving copies 
circulating today. And that's why I rang him. How many of those were 
pressed, anyway? 

"That's a funny story." As he relates the funny story, the smirk's 
crawling through the line and kicking its feet up in my living room 


His funny story is presaged by many others. Pinter's a great yarnspinner, 
really; Brooklyn-born and Queens-raised, he's amiable, friendly and 
comically brusque. And, yes, he's been around: Weaned on the usual 
suspects (Bowie, Bolan, Stones) as a kid, his teen r'n'r years were 
tempered by home-turf heroes like the Dolls, who, due to age and 
timing, he never saw. 














But as a teen, he did patronize Max's Kansas City with his first band, 
Brooklyn Trash. He'd joined them around '73 or '74, aged 18 or 19. They 
accepted him unceremoniously after he answered an open ad for a 
guitarist in the Village Voice 

“They said, ‘What comes first -- your girlfriend or the band?’” Pinter 
recalls. “I said, ‘The band, of course.’ And they said, ‘OK, you can sleep 
over there.” And they threw a mattress down in a corner.” 

He slept over there on the mattress in the corner for as long as it took 
them to work up a set consisting largely of Dolls and Stones covers. The 
Stones were a given. But the Dolls were more of a fixture than anything 
else. Home is home, after all 

Sometimes you have to leave home. For reasons unexplained, Brooklyn 
Trash high-tailed it to Ft. Meyers, FL, where they rechristened 
themselves the Dogs, harangued locals and started (and sometimes 
finished) bar fights with the local rednecks who were none too pleased 
to find their girlfriends cavorting with these flamboyant, tough-talking 
city boys 

So there were myriad uphill battles. Florida wasn't ready for post-glam 
start-ups in eyeliner and blue hair, ne'er-do-wells intent on pursuing 
whatever passed for the r'n'r trajectory at the time. And the violence of 
the bar fight soon overshadowed the feel of the band. It got tense. From 
the outset, the Dogs were slightly tyrannical over Pinter. They had 
restricted his listening diet to Stones/Kinks/Dolls ONLY as soon as they 
arrived in Florida. They allowed Bowie, too. "Ronson was a big 
influence, but they kind of beat it into me," Pinter laughs. 








“Well, they were smart," he continues. "They were trying to get me to 
play within my abilities." Which he did -- on the Les Paul, Jr., he'd 
purchased just before leaving Brooklyn, directly after seeing Mott the 
Hoople's Ariel Bender slinging one at Radio Cit 
But Florida -- there was no Radio City in Florida. The weather sucked. 
The locals didn't get it. The Dogs were controlling. As time wore on, 





they continued to loom over the younger Pinter. At one point, they 
assigned him the task of reading J.R.R. Tolkein's Lord of the Rings 
triology and regularly quizzed his knowledge on the subject at hand. 
"They would ask me questions... 'So when Frodo went to Mount 
Doom...?' They were completely nuts." 

Tensions ran tenser. Enough was enough. The Dogs went tits-up. And 
Pinter went up the map -- back to NYC, back home. 

"He was the loudest drummer I've ever heard in my life. 1 thought, 
‘Wow, this guy's an animal!"" So says Pinter about Niki Fuse. 

The two met through another Voice ad almost directly upon Pinter's 
return to NYC. Their immediate chemistry incontestable, they decided 
to form a new unit. They comprised one half of the aptly named Fuse. 
Fuse rounded out its line-up with vocalist Tommy Bell -- "The first real 
straight-up dope addict 1 ever knew," Pinter says -- and a carousel of 
forgotten bassists. They practiced in what is now known as the Flatiron 
District of Manhattan, near Broadway and 20th, when the sweatshops 
below their loft had vacated for the evening. Their sound, according to 
Pinter, wasn't necessarily punk, but "high energy rock 'n' roll." 

"I wanted to be the band that played on stage, that when you were in the 
club, you had no choice but to watch," he commented. "There was no 
talking to your girlfriend, there was no playing Pac-Man, there was no 








hanging out with your buddies. You could do that outside. If you were in 
the room with us, you got us." 

After gigging around for a bit and gathering a stitch of momentum -- 
now as the mid-'70s gave way to audiences ready for newer noise -- 
Fuse changed its name to the Knots. 

The Knots made an earnest go of it. This wasn't Brooklyn Trash or the 
Dogs. There were covers, sure, but the originals outweighed the tributes 
early on. They wasted little time making way to the stage at Max's. And 
CBGB's, "before Hilly had a P.A. We would get the middle-of-the-week 
gig all the time because we had a PA." It was in these clubs that the 
band began to attract the attention of local scene fixtures, like Peter 
Crowley, the influential tastemaker who booked the entertainment at 
Max's, and Eric Dufaure, an employee of Island Records who had just 
incorporated his own Whale Productions. 

Dufaure made no bones that he liked the band. He liked them so much 
that he offered to record and release a Knots single on his own dime. 
They agreed. 

If you've heard the "Heartbreaker"/"Action" single, you'll know that it's 
equal parts U.S. brawn (Dolls, Heartbreakers) and U.K. sneer (early 
Boomtown Rats), one of the sturdiest obscurant punk rock EPs loitering 
in the late-'70s/early-'80s bin. More than one garage-punk outfit paid 
tribute to "Action" in the '90s. And "Heartbreaker," the standout side, is 
probably as hooky as punk gets before it goes pop. It's a perfect 45. 

The single sessions were less than perfect. Despite complications, they 
nearly went off without a hitch. Pinter had excused Niki Fuse due to in- 
fighting just before recording, replacing him with a temporary fill-in -- 
who could've possibly been Jerry Ryan, also a drum fixture with the 
Fuse and Knots -- a decision he still regrets. As for bass duties, Joey and 
Tommy had similarly excused a bassist simply identified as Tony, who 
had previously played with Wayne County. According to Pinter, he 
himself filled in the missing bass: "The bass player at the time was just 
so obnoxious, we didn’t even let him record. We just said, 'You’re not 
gonna do this,’ because he was just so annoying. So I did it.” 

The Knots were ostensibly comprised of two original members and two 
scabs. The cover, much like the bubblegum hoodwink of multiple '60s 
pop albums, was somewhat deceptive. "Of the four guys on the cover... 
Let's just say Tommy and I were the only ones who actually played on 
the record," explained Pinter. 

Nonetheless, they made it work. Pinter, Bell and two replacements 
convened at Neal Steingart's Fly Studios in Brooklyn. They recorded, by 
Pinter's estimation, a total of five or six songs: the two that made it to 
the single, and others plainly titled "Rock 'n' Roll," "New York" and 
"Blinded by the Darkness." They also covered the Stones' "Live With 
Me." 

Once they wrapped, the band, beers in hand, met with Dufaure at Fly to 
survey their handiwork. It was then that they heard the synthesizer 
opening "Heartbreaker." They also heard the "street crime" sound effects 
dubbed over the ending of "Action." Dufaure had added these in post- 
production. 

"We’re in there and this synthesizer comes on," laughs Pinter. "I said, 
‘What is that?’ [Dufaure] goes, 'Ain’t it great? Ain’t it great?’ I said, 
"Well, I don’t know. It’s kinda weird...' And the other guys were mad. 
They didn’t want it at all. They were flipping out. They thought it was 
bullshit." 

But on Dufaure's dime, the band had no choice. They relented; the synth 
and sound effects remained. It adds a decidedly new wave sound to an 
otherwise street-level record. And still bugs Pinter to this day. 

After Dufaure decided the record was ready for press, he brought a name 
to Whale Productions’ new label, Ideal Records, and rang the pressing 
plant to begin production on the vinyl. And herein lies Pinter’s funny 
story. 

Dufaure accidentally pressed 11,000 copies of the 45. He'd intended to 
press 1,000, but through an unfortunate clerical error on part of the 
pressing plant... 11,000. A 10k overage. 

Pinter recalls: "[Dufaure] was originally going to press 2,000. Then he 
changed his mind in mid-conversation [with the pressing plant] and said, 
‘Nah, give me 1,000.’ So what happened was the person writing up the 
invoice put a slash through the two and put a one down. Now, by the 
time it got to the printing person -- maybe three carbons later -- it looked 





like an 11, So when the UPS guy or whoever the hell it was showed up - 
- Eric was living on Mercer Street -- and the guy shows up and says, 
"Hey, I’m gonna need ya to help me with this stuff! And Eric says, 
‘What are you talking about? It should be one or two boxes.’ And the 
guy says, 'I’ve got about half a truck here."” 

Beyond that, Pinter remembers Dufaure arguing with the plant, but 
ultimately keeping the entire press, and the plant "charg{ed] him for the 
original 2,000. And I guess they ate the rest of it. 1 mean, they didn’t 
want it back. What were they going to do with it?" The overage, says 
Pinter, remained in Dufaure's possession. And that's as much as he 
knows about it. 

As most folks familiar with artists who've recorded short-run bygone 
punk singles will tell you, there's a tendency for some of these musicians 
to exaggerate popularity and demand, to confuse near-misses with 
scoffed-at successes, to trade never-weres or coulda-beens for most- 
likelies or definitelies. And while Pinter did not grandstand throughout 
my many conversations with him, and all of his stories checked out, this 
one was too bizarre. So I contacted Eric Dufaure. 

Dufaure doesn't remember the exact chain of events that yielded the 
Knots 45. After all, he's busied himself with releasing several records 
over the span of several years. In addition to the Knots single, he worked 
alongside Chris Blackwell as the MD of Island Artists, and he also 
manned other labels, like Cachalot Records, whose roster included Ian 
North (ex-Milk 'n' Cookies), Thomas Leer, Malaria and Medium 
Medium, to name a few. He also produced sessions for Brooklyn's Just 
Water and unreleased recordings for Boston's Neighborhoods. So just as 
time may blur the realities with the desires intrinsic to scarce 30-year- 
old punk records, so too has it blurred the recording and pressing details 
of those records. 

However, Eric Dufaure concedes that Pinter's story is possible, if not 
probable. 

"I don't have direct recollection of the overpressing story," he 
commented by e-mail, "But these things do happen." 

Assuming Pinter's story checks out, what happened to the remainder of 
the singles? 

"We probably asked for 1,000 to be pressed, and if we received 11,000, 
I would think we would have returned them to the pressing plant, 
claiming an administrative error, rather than taking delivery of the lot, 
paying for them (unless the plant said ‘don't pay, but take them 
anyway'!) and storing them in the loft on Mercer Street, where my 
offices were at the time. But the loft was huge, so there was space." 

"But I think I would remember if we had ditched them in the Hudson 
River!" he added. 

So, there you have it: uncertainty. Ten thousand unaccounted-for Knots 
45s. 

Imagine the implications of the $700 tag now. 


After the single's release in 1980, the Knots' forward momentum 
increased exponentially. Peter Crowley stuck the single in a coveted slot 
on Max's jukebox. Local stores like Bleecker Bob's sold out their stock. 
In Lower Manhattan's club circuit, they shared bills with now-legendary 
outfits like the Tuff Darts, the Planets, the Fast, Von LMO and many 
more. The band also arranged a few out-of-town gigs as far west as 
Detroit with Johnny Thunders, where they were received, despite 
complications stemming from Johnny's obvious addictions, fairly well. 
Joey himself had also achieved local popularity. Manhattan-based avant 
violinist weirdo Walter Steding pulled Pinter in as guitarist on his 
hysteric LP sessions, produced by Blondie's Chris Stein and released on 
Marty Thau's Red Star Records. As Pinter entered the studio to lay down 
his tracks for the Steding sessions, "Chris hands me a bottle of gin and a 
Telecaster. He says, 'This is a blues drink.' I took it and said, ‘What do 
you want me to play?’ He says, “Whatever you want.” 

Joey was now on an avant garde record on a larger independent label. 
He loathed artistically-minded bands like the Talking Heads, but he'd 
come a long way since his no-frills, Dolls-obsessed days. So far, in fact, 
that Pinter had the privilege of later being booted from the stage at 
CBGB's during a show with Steding -- "Because we sucked," he says 
gravely. 





The Knots were enjoying local popularity by anyone's standards. But 
problems were evident. Baggage seemed to gather conspicuously at the 
feet of Bell, who bristled the likes of anyone attempting to do business 
with the band. The Knots' managers were reluctant to get involved with 
a provocative singer who lived his lyrics. 

"[MJanagement really didn’t like the singer," Pinter said. "[Bell] was a 
criminal, quite frankly. He would break into places and steal stuff. He'd 
always show up with something -- a new guitar, a stereo, TV... He was 
a real felonious character. No one trusted him. And the people who 
managed us were in the beauty business -- hair people —- and there was a 
lot of money there, and they didn’t like this guy because they couldn't 
trust him." 

Likewise for labels courting the band. Seymour Stein of Sire Records 
eventually took an interest in the Knots, specifically focusing on Pinter 
and his approach to punk-qua-r'n'r. There again, he wasn't interested in 
dealing with Bell's shady ways. 

"We almost got signed to Sire, back when Seymour Stein was signing 
everybody. We didn’t get signed because of a few reasons. Number one, 
he didn’t like the singer. Seymour was also telling me that I was 
drinking too much and was inconsistent." 

Stein brought Pinter under his wing, recommending mind-expanding 
vinyl to his would-be pupil -- early Fleetwood Mac and Peter Green LPs 
were all but shoved in his arms in Stein's brownstone one afternoon. He 
also tried to coach Pinter on his drinking. Even still, Joey refused to axe 
Tommy Bell. 

"Seymour just didn’t like the singer. We did some tapes for him -- they 
had a little studio in the building -- and he said, ‘We'll sign you right 
now, but you gotta get rid of that singer.’ I was confused and didn’t have 
the balls to do what I was supposed to do. So we lost it. He didn’t pick 
us up." 

The Knots soldiered on a short while longer, plagued by increasingly 
dwindling momentum and lack of national success and radio play. These 
setbacks essentially spelled the end of the band. 

Post-Knots, Pinter continued to play music with original combos like the 
Lost Hats. He also later auditioned to play with Johnny Thunders's band, 
but regrettably allowed himself to imbibe in Johnny's favored vices. He 
tried to keep up -- "Johnny was like an athlete with that stuff," says 
Pinter -- but couldn't. The partnership didn't last. 

Much later, in the 90s, he joined up with former Heartbreaker Walter 
Lure's band, the Waldos, whom he still occasionally plays with today. 
He currently resides in the L.A. area and remains musically active. 

Eric Dufaure continued to work with musicians after moving to Paris, 
where he ran the area's branch of EMI Music Publishing and worked 
with Sacem, the French authors' rights society. In 2001, he took up the 
Beluga Records label and is still releasing records to this day. 


A hearty thanks to Joey Pinter and Eric Dufaure for their patience and 
time. To hear the Knots' lone vinyl contribution, visit the Killed by 
Death blog (www.kbdrecords.com) and download the fantastic 
"Heartbreaker" b/w "Action" single. I also encourage anyone with the 
time or money to track down the recent reissue on Japan's 1977 
Records. You can see what Dufaure's up to at www.belugaprod.com. 
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DANIEL LANOIS’ ACADIE (1989) 


by Brian Cremins/Illustration by John Porcellino 


Memory Man 

Daniel Lanois released his first solo album, Acadie, in 1989. Lanois had 
already produced a string of some of the most critically acclaimed and 
popular records of the 1980s including Peter Gabriel’s So (1986) and 
U2’s The Joshua Tree (1987). In his 2010 autobiography Soul Mining. 

A Musical Life, Lanois describes Acadie as the final record of a “New 
Orleans trilogy” which began with The Neville Brothers’ Yellow Moon 
and continued with Bob Dylan’s Oh Mercy. Like those records, Acadie 
is filled with the ghostly reverb, deep bass, and dry, prominent vocals 
which became trademarks early in Lanois’ career. In a New York Times 
review of a performance at the Bottom Line shortly after the release of 
the album (3 December 1989), Jon Pareles echoes other critics who 
sought to find the links between Lanois’ music and his production work 
for other artists: “Mr. Lanois’s best-selling productions have been 
grandiose, yet his own music has a cozy, small-scale tone. His four-man 
band ruminated over the songs, rarely breaking out of slow tempos and 
leaving plenty of space in structures pared down to two or three chords. 
The influences of Mr. Lanois’s production clients were unconcealed- 

the open drones and careful drama of U2, [Robbie] Robertson’s 
economical guitar lines and down-home arranging sense, [and] the 
parabolic lyrics they both share with Mr. Dylan...” What remains most 
compelling about Acadie over twenty years after its release, however, is 
not Lanois’ links with these more famous artists but his preoccupation 
with the links shared by time, place, and memory. While the album’s 
lyrics tell stories from his childhood, the hazy quality of the instrumental 
“White Mustang II” perhaps best conveys the elegiac sense of loss 
which permeates the album. The echoes of a guitar and long, sustained 
synthesizer chords create the illusion of space and location—figures 














against a distant horizon. If So and The Joshua Tree were, as Pareles 
writes, “grandiose,” Acadie possesses a warmth and immediacy closer to 
the works Lanois would create with Emmylou Harris, Willie Nelson, 
and Bob Dylan in the 1990s. 
Many adjectives have been used in describing Lanois’ highly distinctive 
and often instantly recognizable production work.Music journalists have 
a fondness for describing his use of reverb, delay, and amp tremolo as 
haunting, wraith-like, spectral, Black Dub, his most recent project, 
largely dispenses with his trademark sonics in favor of a funkier sound 
filled with references to influences ranging from The Jimi Hendrix 
Experience to Sly Stone and King Tubby. Unlike his earlier records, 
which feature Lanois and a rotating cast of musicians, Black Dub is a 
band record which features frequent Lanois collaborators Brian Blade on 
drums, Daryl Johnson on bass, and Trixie Whitley on vocals & 
keyboards. Even in this more expansive, extroverted context, Lanois’ 
intimate, autobiographical lyrics ground the floating sonics and draw 
listeners back to the landscapes he first explored on Acadie. Although 
Whitley takes the role of lead vocalist for most of the record (with the 
notable exception of the Lanois-sung “Canaan”), she sings lyrics drawn 
from Lanois’ childhood and adolescence in “I Believe in You” and 
“Silverado.” 
The reggae-inflected “I Believe in You” is the most curious track on the 
album. The song’s reggae-inflections underscore Whitley’s otherworldly 
vocals. Although the music places us in Jamaica, and Whitley’s vocals 
locate us in a territory somewhere between the blues of Nina Simone 
and the sleek, modern rhythm and blues of Mary J. Blige, the lyric, “I 
can drink maple water any time I please” draws us back to memories 
from Lanois’ childhood, images of winter and Canadian spring 
described in his autobiography: “When the thaw comes, you can hear 
the waking maples creaking, drinking in the snow water that creeps up 
the branches of the dormant trees - that’s how you get maple water. A 
spike in the tree interrupts the flow to the branches, and if your hillsides 
are clean, nature’s nectar makes for a nice drink” (Lanois 4). Memory is 
a word which is repeated frequently throughout Lanois’ book. Despite 
his formidable reputation as a producer, he views his work in the studio 
not as a process of producing hit records but as a means of documenting 
moments in time. A recording, no matter how overdubbed and 
manipulated (especially in the era of ProTools and other digital 
recording programs), is designed to capture the sound of a room, of a 
location, of a group of individuals, of an experience which cannot be 
duplicated. 

The Maker 
Early in his autobiography, Lanois draws explicit parallels between his 
work in the recording studio and the process of memory. How does 
memory work? How does a pop song, for example, capture a moment in 
time? While a recording might define a specific moment in the life of a 
musician or band, a hit song also evoke specific memories and responses 
for its listeners. The producer’s job is to bridge the gap between those 
two subjective, intimate experiences. According to Lanois, 
“Remembering is just another word for choosing. The world turns the 
same way for everybody but different people choose to see different 
things. I decided to remember the little pieces that matter to me. This is 
the same way that I see God, as little pieces flying by. Some people see 
them, some people don’t” (13). Earlier in the chapter, Lanois reveals 
that as a boy the nuns at his school sensed his potential for the 
priesthood. What Lanois enjoyed most about his days as an altar boy 
reveals the genesis of his desire to write, perform, and record music: 
“Perhaps it was the camaraderie that appealed to me, like being in a 
band. This went on for a few years, until girls started looking more 
interesting than priests. That was the end of my priesthood” (11). 
Lanois’ interest in the spirit, however, remains in his music, notably 
“The Maker,” the second track on Acadie. 
Willie Nelson’s version of “The Maker” from his 1998 Lanois-produced 
album is perhaps better known than the original version on Lanois’ solo 
record. According to Lanois’s liner notes, the song took shape partly at 
the urging of Lanois’ engineer Malcolm Burn. Willie Green’s drum 
performance came from another song, in this case a track from The 
Neville Brothers’ Yellow Moon. In his liner notes to the song, Lanois 
explains, “I always loved the track and so with Willie’s permission, ‘The 


Maker’ was superimposed overtop.” The song remains part of Lanois’ 
live performances, most recently serving as a Black Dub encore (the 
band performed the song at their Lincoln Hall performance in Chicago 
in November of 2010). While by Lanois’ own admission the album is 
filled with “story songs from Canada,” as he describes them in the 
introduction to the recent Acadie Goldtop Edition reissue, “The Maker” 
is a product of New Orleans, where it was written and recorded. As in 
the album’s opening track, there is “deep water, black and cold like the 
night.” The speaker, having “run a twisted mile” has returned after a 
long journey. The clatter of the drums and the insistent pulse of two 
melodic bass guitars give the illusion of movement, but the speaker 
pauses at the sight of The Maker. If the singer is the prodigal son, there 
is no celebration for him, though he waits “with arms wide open.” 
Willie Green’s insistent drum track conveys the emotional turbulence 
experienced by the speaker. There is no home to return to. The Maker 
does not know him, and his friends have abandoned him. 
In his study of the Transcendent in the work of filmmakers Yasajiro 
Ozu, Robert Bresson, and Carl Dreyer, film critic and celebrated 
screenwriter Paul Schrader argues, “Human works, accordingly, cannot 
inform one about the Transcendent, they can only be expressive of the 
Transcendent” (6). This is so because, according to Schrader, “The 
Transcendent is beyond normal sense experience, and that which it 
transcends is, by definition, the immanent” (5). There is something of 
this in “The Maker,” the sense that the identity of “The Maker” cannot 
be known unless the correct introduction has been made. This 
fascination with God, those “little pieces flying by,” those fragments of 
time and memory, is central to Lanois’ success as a producer. His best 
work is characterized by careful, mindful attention to otherwise 
insignificant details, accidents of the recording process. 
Go 

There are many fleeting but significant moments on the records Lanois 
produced in the 1980s. Listeners familiar with 1980s Top 40 radio will 
already be familiar with, for example, the backbeat of Peter Gabriel’s 
“Sledgehammer” and the whistling guitar which shrouds the verses of 
U2’s “With or Without You.” But there are other moments worth 
considering, those sounds which cannot be duplicated and embody a 
specific time and place. Here are a few of those “little pieces” that 
mattered enough to Lanois that he captured them on tape. This list is 
entirely subjective. What I might be hearing may not be what you hear 
in these songs, or what Lanois and the other musicians heard in the first 
place. Each one is a sonic detail which matters enough to me that I’ve 
made a note of it, the way you might keep a day book of meaningful 
quotations. Lanois was the producer responsible for documenting each 
one of actions or movements in the passage of time: 
The percussive heartbeat at the center of Robbie Robertson’s “Fallen 
Angel,” the first track on his self-titled 1987 solo record. This pulse 
begins the record, and introduces a song dedicated to the memory of 
Richard Manuel, the singer, pianist, and sometime-drummer in The 
Band. Manuel committed suicide while on tour with the Band in 1986. 
Throughout the song, co-written with Martin Page, Robertson speaks 
with the ghost: “Are you out there/Can you hear me/Can you see me in 
the dark.” 
The triangle which glistens through Peter Gabriel’s “Mercy Street,” his 
tribute to poet Anne Sexton from So. 
The sound of the room echoing around a palm-muted electric guitar on 
U2’s “Running to Stand Still.” At the start of the song, the only sound is 
a slide guitar, probably played by Lanois. Is the electric guitar a Fender 
Telecaster? It should be. The song is about heroin addiction. 
And, finally, one from his solo album: the barely audible count-off at the 
beginning of “OMarie.” First the count, and then Lanois whispering, 
“Go.” 

St. Jude and Municipal Stadium 
Acadie draws me back to a specific moment in time. Although I have 
heard the album countless times since I first bought it on cassette in 
1989, what it brings back most forcefully to my memory is the time I 
served as a volunteer for Special Olympics. This must have been the 
spring of 1990, which would have been the close of my junior year of 
high school.I had spent most of the year discovering the Beat Generation 
for a term paper on Jack Kerouac. Kerouac’s Lowell novels meant more 


to me than On the Road or The Subterraneans, however. When I read 
about his grandmother, I identified her with my grandmother, who had 
lost her husband when she was in her forties and had raised my mom 
with the help of her brother and her sister. When I read about the textile 
factories of Lowell in Maggie Cassidy and Doctor Sax, | imagined the 
empty brass mills of Waterbury, Connecticut. You could see the ruins 
of those buildings from the windows of my Catholic high school. 

By the end of my junior year my father began insisting that I take my 
college applications more seriously, This included finding ways to fill 
the extracurricular activities portions of the applications. I had already 
been told by several teachers and guidance counselors that, although I 
had good grades, I did not have anything on my applications which 
would distinguish me from hundreds (thousands) of other applicants. 
My father suggested I join the Allied Health/Nursing program, but I was 
and remain afraid of blood and hospitals. Friends suggested I volunteer 
instead for the Special Olympics being held at the Waterbury Municipal 
Stadium. This sounded promising. I brought my Walkman, my cassette 
copy of Acadie, and my plastic St. Jude medal to the games. 

I listened to the cassette on autoplay for most of the day. There was 
little for us volunteers to do. I remember spending most of a bright, 
warm spring day watching the games. I'd never been much of an athlete 
myself, so I didn’t understand the object of most of the games though I 
recognized some of the competitions from what I’d seen on television 
during the 1984 Summer Olympics. Finally one of the adult volunteers 
paired me with a young man, probably my age, a runner. He was very 
thin, much taller than me, with black hair and long legs. We had a 
difficult time communicating with each other. Over twenty years later I 
cannot remember the nature of his disability. He clung to me for the rest 
of the day. I’d never had anyone outside my family so close to me. I 
had the responsibility of assisting him in getting from one point in the 
stadium to the next so that he would be ready for his competitions. He 
won a medal, though I don’t think it was the gold. I awkwardly 
encouraged him from the sidelines; as I hadn’t been to any kind of 
sporting event since quitting soccer in 1981 when I was nine years old, I 
wasn’t certain of the protocols of cheering. After receiving his medal, 
he hugged me. He was crying. Then I was crying. I had the sudden 
urge to give him my plastic St. Jude medal, which my grandmother had 
received in the mail and given to me (for Catholics Jude is the patron 
saint of lost causes). I placed it in the palm of his hand. “You did 
awesome,” I said. “I want you to have this.” He hugged me again and 
then returned to his family. Later that afternoon my dad picked me up 
and we listened to Acadie in the car on our way home. 

So when I listen to Daniel Lanois and Acadie 1 think of Waterbury 
Municipal Stadium, the late spring sunshine of 1990, the Special 
Olympics, and St. Jude. 

Sources: 

Black Dub. Black Dub. Jive Records. 2010. 

Lanois, Daniel. Acadie Goldtop Edition. Red Floor Records. 1" released 1989. 
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Faber and Faber, 2010. 

Schrader, Paul. Transcendental Style in Film: Ozu, Bresson, Dreyer. New York: 
Da Capo Press, 1972. 

Pareles, Jon. “Daniel Lanois and the Sounds of Acadia.” 
December 3, 1989. 
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from Marcel Duchamp's urinal as art. Since escaping the fixed world of 
HAVE A NICE DAY academia, there seemed to be an explosion of creativity for Boyd, 


specifically that which cannot be answered in simple terms. The late '70s 
BOYD RICE INTERVIEW PT. 1 saw a series of experimental photographs of “Things That Don't Exist,” 
wherein Rice uses the darkroom itself as an implement, and with a method 
that still mystifies people, created abstract black and white images of 
ineffable landscapes that came from no single source captured in reality. 
There were also abstract paintings that, to him, functioned as Rorschach 
tests; not simply splatters of paint, these multifarious black and white 
textures had people thinking that they saw a secret depiction of any 
number of things (such as sex scenes) that weren't actually there. And 
when it comes to music, in the late 70s, Rice found the macho posturing 
and empty promises of punk rock, or much 70s hard rock in general, to be 
disappointing. Rather than taking what he saw as nothing but dirtier, more 
raw versions of ‘Louie Louie’, it seemed altogether easy to create 
something more dangerous, exciting, defiant, and nihilistic. 
On a trip to London, Rice went record shopping and happened upon a new 
record by The Normal. Just after purchasing it, in walked Daniel Miller, 
who had produced the record out of his bedroom, under his new label 
Mute Records. Through the cashier, they met, and with a copy of his first 
record housed in a completely blank jacket, which was made solely with 
an entire room full of tape recorders, Boyd Rice became the first artist 
signed to what is now the biggest independent record label in the world. 
Around this time, rather than going under his formal name, Boyd Rice 
ON,” which to him meant 
“everything and nothing at the same time” but also a practical answer to 
the prevalent use of the word “Anti” that was commonly used at the time. 
A NON show might've entailed bright piercing lights to go along with the 
shrill, ear-splitting sounds coming from the speakers. People would 
become furious, even more so because of Rice greeting them in a 
gentlemanly and graceful manner between loud blasts, and this would 
sometimes result in members of the audience throwing bottles, fighting, 
and smashing into the inclement glares of the spotlights. Some 
by Arvo Zylo performances were enacted backstage while a sort of makeshift scarecrow 
: propped up in a chair. It's worth noting that in this time, there 


ork and, not unlike the aforementioned 
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began performing under the name 
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One afternoon, in anxious anticipation for the new documentary on Boyd __ sat on st 
Rice, /conoclast to arrive in the mail, I wrote the countercultural icon a _ was no precedent for this kind of we 
letter offering to do an interview. Rice is a total recluse who doesn't ‘ 
appear to have done a published interview in at least 5 years, and because 
he was tired of being asked the same hot button questions about dated 
controversies, he even went as far as to declare on his website that he 
would no longer grant them outside of private questions from fans, by way 
of letters to his post office box. A week later, much to my surprise, I found 
myself on the phone with him to schedule an interview. He said “I'm wide 
open, as long as it's not much earlier than around this time (6pm Central), 
because I sleep pretty late into the day.” A Rice quote I've read many 
times before rang in my head: “I've been doing exactly what I've wanted to 
do for the last 30 years.” By then I had watched the aforementioned 
documentary twice, and the proof was most definitely in the pudding. As 
Iconoclast begins, we hear the story of a young high school student in the 
small town of Lemon Grove, California, who “got the shit kicked out of 
him” on a regular basis for dressing in a manner that embellished the 
stylings of the New York Dolls, while also pulling various pranks about 
town, and antagonizing his peers. At a certain point in a revelatory phone 














call, Captain Beefheart (whose calls apparently came on a regular basis in 
the small hours of the morning) declared “If you want to be a big fish, 
you've got to get out of the school” 

Rice squelched the idea of ever graduating from high school, and resolved 
that a life of crime was his only career option if the only alternative was a 
drab 9-5 existence. Then he became interested in Max Ernst and the 
dadaist movement. While dadaism is still a source of inspiration for many 
artists, few took it to heart as much as Boyd Rice seemed to. Many 
excursions within the creative realm have exhibited a mildly subversive 
act in the name of dadaism, sometimes proclaimed only after the fact, 
perhaps to justify an otherwise baseless and meandering piece of work. On 
the contrary, Rice saw dadaism as a form of alchemy, a way to transmute a 
situation and change someone's perception, a blueprint or a formula which 
can be applied to anything in life. A prime example of what sets Boyd 
Rice apart from others lies in the case where he presented a skinned 
sheep's head to Betty Ford, surely one of the more daring incarnations of 
dadaism a teenager has exacted in history, and a rational evolutionary leap 





visual art, these sheer atmospheres take the attention off of the performer, 
and instead reflect it onto the audience, leaving them to not only to reveal 
but magnify a part for their nature, to give them choices rather than just 
being muted spectators of “passive entertainment”. An instrument he 
called the “Roto-Guitar,” which is essentially a 50s style metal fan fixed to 
the pick up of a guitar, sounded like a jet taking off. Tape works evolved 
into not only soundscapes, but totally enveloping walls of unintelligible 
machine loops; the source material on these early recordings vary, but the 
consistent bent is that they are usually unrecognizable, with exception to 
the track “MAKE RED,” which includes the sound of the word “MAKE” 
superimposed over the sound of the word “RED”. In an older interview, 
Boyd says that people often think he's saying the word “RAPE” even 
though the track is clearly titled otherwise. Further challenging people's 
preconceived notions of what a recording artist is, NON released a record 
of 17 locked grooves, suitably played at any speed. The release, “Pagan 
Muzak,” was a 7 inch packed in a full length jacket, and it took the 
president of a pressing company to manually show his operators how to 
press sound onto what was only previously known as a “run out groove” 
17 times. To further add to the sphere of possibilities, Rice personally 
drilled an additional axis hole into the center of each slab of vinyl for even 
more playback options. Not simply re-appropriating crackly sounds, these 
infinite loops can sound like a million factory assembly lines or 15 
trumpets crammed into a blender set on “liquefy,” and after a couple of 
hours, it may at once very well sound like a perpetually crash-landing, 
shamanistic ode to the past, present, and future. Rice would sometimes go 
into a recording studio empty handed and come out with an album, with 
the sole intention to transmute a situation in his favor, and this early body 
of work would help shape what came to be called “Industrial Music.” 
Further surveying of Boyd Rice's other dimensions would reveal his 
passionate writing about bygone pop culture relics such as Tiki bars (he 
actually designed the interior of one in Colorado), children's soaps, 
treasure trolls, and Barbie dolls, as well as his interest in music, which he 
used to play in a sort of outsider freak out DJ night called “The In Sound 
From Way Out.” The music is, on the surface, diametrically opposed to 
most of his own recorded work; Martin Denny, Lawrence Welk, Annette 
Funicello, and Jackie Gleason rank among those, as well as Tiny Tim, 
Disney Children's Records, and The Kids of Widney High. He is soon to 
have a book of Thrift Store Art published, another book called Twilight 
Man about his adventures as an alarm agent in San Francisco in the 80s, 
and he is working to publish a collection of found photographs that he has 
collected over the years, some first exhibited in the early 80s. Some are 
just blurred photographs, some are mysterious as to the context that they 
were taken, some are pieced together and weather damaged, but the 
intrigue lies in the open-ended interpretation of them, not necessarily as 
pieces of art or cultural relics themselves. In addition to being a co- 
founder of the Industrial genre, Boyd Rice was also instrumental in the 
early incarnations of the NeoFolk genre. His involvement with NeoFolk 
pioneers Death In June, a band that utilized Nazi imagery, along with his 
expositions on “primal law,” his juxtaposition of lounge music with 
indiscriminately hate filled diatribes, his having been photographed with a 
member of the American Front with a knife in his hand for a teeny bopper 
girl magazine, his pranks, his former association with Charles Manson, his 
well known friendship with Church of Satan founder Anton LaVey, as 
well as his ill-repute with regard to women, has caused a great deal of 
controversy and dark clouds around his name. It is easy to get caught up 
playing detective in a mess of speculation like that, and we'll touch on 
more of those subjects in part 2 in the next issue, but if you ask this writer, 
Boyd Rice is a cartoon villain; full of life, an autonomous psychic force in 
a world whose axis lies in temporal morals, blame, and denial. If art 
imitates life, Boyd Rice is its litmus test. 

Perhaps then, it is best to look at his work and his actions as some kind of 
Jungian personality quiz, an obstacle course for the imagination, and most 
importantly, whatever you want it to be. Unapologetically so. 
ROCTOBER: So do you really not get hangovers? 

Boyd Rice: No, absolutely not! The last time I had a hangover, a friend of 
mine had a Christmas party in San Francisco, where there was this 
massive bar, but there was a massive amount of people and they began 
running out of everything, I had beer wine, whiskey, rum, vodka, you 
know, the next day I felt like I was going to die! I kept leaning over and 
throwing up, going to the train station to leave San Francisco and I was 
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throwing up every 5 minutes, if I don't mix my alcohol, I can drink as 
much as I want...but that incident was 16 or 18 years ago. 

It's just, when I called you, you said that, you were just waking up 
and your head would be clear in a little bit, and if I drank a lot, I 
would need more than a couple of hours to get my head clear after I 
got up. 

I'm just talking about waking up, I used to have a rule “Don't speak to me 
within 20 minutes after waking up,” I just wake up slowly, you know I 
can't just wake up and have somebody going “OH look at this, look at this 
email I got...” [makes screeching sound] It's just like [groaning sound]. 
Yeah, I use the quote by Oscar Wilde a lot: “Only dullards are 
brilliant at breakfast”. 

(laughs heartily) And that probably isn't even true! 

Yeah, I don't think I would argue with that. I think another good 
question is, you've done a number of collaborations with Coil, is there 
anything you'd like to share about the recently departed Peter 
“Sleazy” Christopherson, or your time with Coil in general? 

They were both really great guys. I met Sleazy, the first time I went to 
London, I met Sleazy and the rest of (Throbbing Gristle], that was May of 
1978,and he was just a very bright guy, very smart, great taste in 
everything. And I was in correspondence with Jhonn Balance, for a long 
time before I actually met him, I went over there once and I was doing a 
concert in Brighton, and as the train was leaving the station, this guy 
walks up and sits down across from me, and he said, “Boyd, I'm Johnn 
Balance”. So I've known both of them for decades. Jhonn lived in 
Brighton, and he'd come to a show I did in Brighton, and it was during the 
New Romantic period, and he had the hair like the guy from The Human 
League or something, and the shirt with big puffy sleeves and a frilly 
collar. | remember being on stage and looking at this guy and thinking 
“What is this guy doing at one of my shows?” and I would later find out 
that was Jhonn Balance. He came up to me and told me how much he 
liked the show. I thought “Why is this guy who's into New Romantic stuff 
like noise music?” But they were both great guys, and I was one of the few 
people who was ever allowed to stay at their house, and they said, “You 
can stay at our house, we never let anybody stay here, but you can't tell 
anybody anything you see while you're in the house, you can't mention 
any of this to anyone.” And I never did. 

Fair enough, I wouldn't either. 

The room I slept in, they had so much unbelievable art. I slept in this room 
where there was just stacks of Aleister Crowley, and Austin Osman Spare, 
there were paintings and drawings and pen and ink things from every 
conceivable period in his life. Stuff that should go in the British Museum. 
And it was just like stacked against the wall in their spare bedroom, I 
mean they didn't even hang the stuff up. 

Wow! I knew that there would be absinthe but I had no idea that 
there would be that! That's impressive! 

Yeah, well I'll tell you a story they told me, it's like, the other person they 
let stay in that room was Kenneth Anger. He was in London, he needed a 
place to stay, and they thought “Oh boy! We're into Crowley, we're into all 
of the same stuff, this will be amazing to get to have Kenneth Anger 
staying in our house,” and he went in that room, and he never came out. 
They would go and listen at the door and see if he was even alive, if he 
was even moving around. They said the only time he would come out is 
late at night, they would hear the door open, and hear him walking into the 
kitchen and getting some food, and walking back into the room, he stayed 
there a week or something. They really never saw him! He showed up in 
London for a book signing of some sort, and they were there, and he was 
talking about [how] he was looking for a place and they thought “Oh 
Wow” so they went up to him and said listen, we live in a really nice 
house, a very safe section of London, we have a spare room, you're 
welcome to stay as long as you wish, so he did. He just didn't interact with 
them. 

Now I know that I shouldn't rely on the Internet, especially if it's not 
an official source, but it's a question that I have to ask, because I'm a 
big fan of Jim Thirlwell and Foetus, it said somewhere for a while, it's 
not there anymore, in a Wikipedia article that you were in the process 
of collaborating with Jim Thirlwell of Foetus. Now I'm going to 
assume that it's not happening anymore, because it's not on your 
website, but have have you ever come across Jim Thirlwell at all? 

Oh yeah yeah yeah, In fact most recently I was in New York, I ran into 











him at the opening for the Brion Gyson exhibit, and he was there, and 
then I did a show in New York, and he came to the show. So I've crossed 
paths with him you know, over the course of decades, and he used to send 
me postcards and stuff. If he found a cool post card, he'd send it to me, but 
I mean, yeah, never planned on it. | remember when that was up there and 
people were asking me “Are you doing an album with Jim Thirlwell, that's 
going to be great!,” and you know, gosh I wish I was! 

Yeah I had to ask the question because he just recently did a 
retrospective album of his minimalist experimental works, and it's 
literally very similar in approach, very different in result. There're 
two different tracks on the CD where he takes a sample of Vincent 
Price, and one of the tracks is 20 minutes long, it's just several layers 
of him saying “YOU HAVE TO OBEY. YOU HAVE TO OBEY. YOU 
HAVE TO OBEY.” over and over again. 

(Laughs heartily) That's funny. Yeah well if I end up in New York, I think 
he's in New York, and I know a great guy who has a great recording studio 
there, it's like if I'm in New York and I meet up with this guy, who knows, 
maybe we'll have to make this rumor come true sooner or later. 

I certainly hope so, that'd be great. So you've been doing this for 30 
years, how much of a function does noise have in your life now? Do 
you listen to a lot of noise at home? 

Um, not really. I still really like it, what attracted me to it still excites me 
about it, and that's why with this new record, | wanted to get back to my 
roots and do something noisy again. I sort of branched off and started 
doing other things, because it seemed like the marketplace was so flooded 
with noise. I just went off in another direction. I still like it, I still like the 
effect is has on me, I still like playing it live. 

So you're talking about the more abrasive stuff. 

Yeah. 

Cool. And there are archival recordings from 1975, are there any 
insights you'd like to share about those archival recordings that might 
see the light of day? 

I don't know if they're from 1975, they might be from 1978. But I know 
one is a live recording from the Whiskey A Go Go I think, and one is a 
song that I always used to close my concerts with, where I would scream 
at the end of a song and it would go into a loop. They mentioned this in 
Research Magazine | think. I did a concert at Skid Row, at the time of the 
Skid Row Slasher, and it was this venue above the cafe where the Doors 
had had their picture taken in the 60s, but all these homeless people, to get 
in from the cold, and to get away from the Skid Row Slasher, came up and 
watched my concert, and when I did the song where I screamed, they all 
ran outta the building as quick as they could. They'd rather be with The 
Slasher than at a NON concert. 

I think the interview that I read this from is probably 6 years old now, 
but it still precludes a new album, you said that you recorded 13 
queen bees on a piece of tape, and there was a loud, screeching, 
organic feel that came from it. Is that still something that you're going 
to be working with for the new album? 


You know what, unfortunately not, because it’s the most uncanny sound, 
and they were actually I thought they were queen ants, but somebody has 
since told me that they might be termites because they look like ants but 
they have wings and they fly. And in my back bedroom, in this basement 
of my apartment, once a year these things just come out of nowhere and 
they just fly all over the place. And I put tape on my hand, to get all of 
these ones off the bed, I put tape on my hand, and I picked up all of them 
that I could, and I heard this faraway sound that sounded like souls 
screaming in hell or something. I thought, “What is that sound?,” and I 
realized it was these ants or these termites or whatever, and I held it up to 
my ear, and it was the strangest sound because it was this pure shrieking 
noise, yet it sounded absolutely organic, it was obviously something from 
some living creature. So I taped this, | borrowed a tape recorder from the 
guy who administers my website, Brian Clark, and unfortunately he had 
this tape recorder that had a million speeds on it, and he's moved out of 
town, so unless I have that model of tape recorder, I've got the tape, I 
know where the tape is, but I can't use it unless I have that exact model of 
tape recorder. 

Well best of luck to you! Yeah, you said that you started out with just 
tons of tape recorders right? So you would try to do your own 
transfixed kind of multi-tracking without a mixer, is that what you 
did? 

Yeah, yeah, whenever I'd see a tape recorder in a flea market or thrift 
store, I'd get it, and I had a room at the time, with virtually no furniture in 
it, and it was just full of tape recorders, and I had a tape recorder with a 
really good condenser microphone, so I could play a lot of things at once, 
and the condenser microphone, and it's very strange how those work, 
because they would hear things that your ear doesn't necessarily hear, so 
I'd record this stuff and I'd playback what I'd recorded and it sounded 
completely different, which is good! 

Another thing that I've seen that may be in the realm of a rumor, but 
it was on your site. The upcoming album was slated to be called at one 
point I think “Man Cannot Flatter Fate” or maybe at another time 
tone Doesn't Lie”. Are these faulty memories? 

“Stone Doesn't Lie” was a book I started on, I made all the notes on it, but 
I never really followed through. But the thing is, the original idea for 
“Man Cannot Flatter Fate” was I wanted to do a thing where I knew these 
girls that were opera singers, girls that sang in Catholic choirs, and I 
wanted to tell them what to do and sort of sample their voices and make 
loops out of it in layers, and exactly as I started to do that, all these girls’ 
parents found out about this, and looked me up on the internet, and they 
thought I was the leader of a sex cult or something, and forbade their 
daughters to see me. So that never happened. So the new album is going to 
be called “Back To Mono” and it's going to be completely different from 
the original concept I had for it, but you know, that original concept was 
like 6 years ago or something. I haven't put out an original studio album in 
6 or 7 years 

We're waiting! We're being patient! 

It's forthcoming, all I need to do is figure out what the cover art is and then 
it'll be out later this year, and hopefully I'll to ur to support it, that's the 
plan, and hopefully I'll take Z'ev along because me and Z'ev have done a 
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lot recordings together and the new album has a couple different mixes of 
a song me and Z’ev have done. 

And that's unrelated to the LP that you guys did? 

No it's related to it, but it's just, the LP was supposed to come out before 
my LP, and the people at the record company said well Boyd, we'd really 
rather have you do a new album, and then you can tour to support it, and 
then Z'ev can come along on the tour, and that will generate interest in 
Z'ev, because you know, a lot of the new audiences, a lot of the kids are 
too young maybe to remember what an important figure Z'ev is. They 
thought it'd be great to generate interest before just putting an album out 
from left field, an album by me and Z'ev. 

OK. That makes sense. In that collaborative LP that you did with 
Cold Spring, it says that you did voice, but I didn't hear any voice 
there, that seems pretty buried if there is one, it's a good amount of 
drone. 

All those sounds, I think virtually every sound on that is my voice, and 
Zev has done something to it. Believe it or not (laughs). Because they 
don't sound like my voice, but he would say “Yeah Boyd, sing 'I Will 
Follow Him! by Little Peggy March” and I'd do it, and he does something 
to these tapes and it's like RAWRAAAWR (makes a kind of tape warble 
noise). 

I know that you like Z'ev, I've read somewhere that you like Smegma 
and Einsturzende Neubauten, but are there any other artists that you 
like? 

I like Einsturzende Neubauten and Z'ev. Let's see, there's a guy who's 
really really great. Nobody knows about him. He's called Steve 
Thompson, and he just does this unbelievable music that doesn't sound 
like anything you've ever heard in your life. And I don't know what's 
become of this guy, he was in a band called Monitor in the 70s, the last 
I've heard nobody knows how to get in touch with him. He was very much 
into caves, cave exploring and stuff. The last I heard he was actually living 
in a cave. So I don't know if anything by him is available. Steve 
Thompson, if you can get anything by him, it's pure gold. 

Did he use the atmosphere or the ambiance of caves in his recordings? 
No, although there is a place, have you ever heard of Luray Caverns? 

I can't say I have. 

It's a place, I believe it's in West Virginia or some place, and it's a cavern 
where they have turned the stalactites and stalagmites into kind of a giant 
organ piano thing, they have them hooked up into a keyboard, and they 
have filed them down so each on represents a different note, and you can 
go on a tour of Luray Caverns, and somebody will play this music and it 
reverberates throughout the entire cavern. That's gotta be spectacular. 
How did you achieve 130 decibels? I can't imagine that you have an 
extreme budget, how are you able to outshine Deep Purple or a 747 
jet(in terms of loudness)? 

I don't know. This is something that has been said, I don't know if it's true, 
because I thought a jet taking off, in sound there's something known as the 
threshold of destruction where it is literally so loud that it will decompose 
matter or human flesh if you're too close to it. I was told that at one time, 
I'm not sure whether that's true or not, but it sounds good. But, in that 
(Iconoclast, documentary about Boyd Rice) there's the guy who put on my 
first concert in San Diego that he'd seen Deep Purple, which had the 
Guinness book of world record. It was said that it was so loud that a dog 
walked into their concert once and started bleeding from the ears and 
keeled over dead. I don't know if that's true either, but he said he saw Deep 
Purple and he saw my first concert, and I was 

louder than Deep Purple. I think it's just a thing too where, if you have a 
frequency going, and it's constant and consistent, it can seem to be louder 
even thought it isn't. Rock 'N' Roll has the hills and valleys, the rhythms, 
it's not always loud. What I used to do, and still do sometimes, is always 
loud. People are afraid to get it as loud as they can because they're afraid 
they're just going to destroy the speakers. In some cases it has blown the 
speakers, and I've got a really great effect. Doing vocals and they come 
out (makes noises). 

OK. More history questions. You threw a television out of the window 
of an art gallery with Monte Cazazza /an early controversial artist on 
Throbbing Gristle's Industrial Records, he was known to carry around 
and set fire a dead cat among many other prankish, shock value oriented 
antics]. Did you do anything else of that nature with Monte Cazazza? 
Well, Monte Cazazza wasn't actually there at that time, I didn't meet 
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Monte, I'd been in touch with him, but I didn't really actually meet him 
until I played at San Francisco Art Institute. Strangely, cause one of the of 
the things that intrigued me about moving to San Francisco was that I 
knew there was this crazy guy Monte Cazazza living there, and he was 
into the same stuff that I was into. But I didn't meet him until later, when I 
did the T.V. thing, Z’ev was there, Frederick Nielsen from Los Angeles 
Free Music Society was performing there, I performed on a bill with this 
guy that was an Italian Futurist who did sound poetry back in the 20s with 
Marinetti, who brought some of the old magazines, was doing this crazy 
ass stuff. 

One of the most inspiring things that I've read that he did was in art 
school, his art project was building a piece that would effectively 
block the entrances to the school, so it definitely seems right up your 
alley. 

(Laughs) Well I knew these people, Bill Gaglione and Anna Banana, and 
they had a group where they'd call themselves the Bay Area Dadaists, and 
they would have a party every year where everybody would dress in black 
and white. And everybody's saying “Where's Monte?” 

“Isn't Monte gonna be here?” and somebody said “Well he said he was 
coming, he should've been here an hour ago”. Then they hear this siren 
coming down the street, and an ambulance pulls up in front of their house, 
and these guys get a stretcher out, and Monte Cazazza is 

on a stretcher, these guys are carrying him up the stairs into the apartment. 
They had a bunch of stories like that. (laughing throughout) They were 
sitting in their living room one day, and a brick comes through their 
window, and it's got a note on it, and the 

note just says “LET ME IN,” and it was Monte! (/aughs all around) 

One of a kind! Wow. Well, another person you've worked with, 
there's a video of you, where you took part in a performance with 
Frank Tovey (Fad Gadget), it was at London's Institute for 
Contemporary Arts, that video was great. I don't know anything 
about synthesizers or anything, but it's a pretty otherworldly sound, 
would you care to share anything about what you did? 

It's not really synthesizers, it was some system where we had all these 
instruments interconnected so they reacted to one another, and some of it I 
would feed in bits and pieces of noise from a tape recorder I had. Monte... 
that was a time I collaborated with Monte, it was like I could feed into the 
thing he had, and what he had would make a loop of it plus put delay on it, 
so some of it was that. Monte actually was in 

London, and I asked if he would like to come along and do something 
with me and Frank Tovey and he said yeah “just tell me what you want me 
to do, I'll do anything”. He played a guitar, we had it going through a 
noise gate, it was raised to a certain level that it created this really abrupt 
sound. Unfortunately | used to have a tape of that full concert some place 
and it was really good, and I guess within the last couple of years, Mute 
[Records] was trying to find the actual master tapes and they're unable to 
locate them. And it's a shame because that was a really good one-off 
performance. We just sort of got together for a week, figured out some 
system. It was well received, and I think the people who opened for us 
were Sonic Youth, that was their first show in London. 

I read that you put an amplifier underneath a grand piano, and you 
recorded the vibrations that happened to the piano from the 
amplifiers, did you ever expand on that concept? I mean I could just 
visualize this happening to 4 pianos or something, shaking things up. 
What I did is there was a microphone on there on the strings of the piano, 
and when this thing came on, before any noise came out of the amplifier, it 
was already so loud that it shook around the microphone on the strings. So 
when you listen to “Theme to Dark Shadows,” everybody over the years 
just said, “What are those weird sounds at the beginning of that?” (makes 
Pling Plong kinds of noises) and then the music starts, well that's the 
microphone being vibrated on the strings. The silence out of this amplifier 
was so loud that it was vibrating things before the music even started. 

I know about the Roto-Guitar (a 50s era metal fan attached to the pick- 
up of a guitar, one of Boyd's early instruments), 1 know that you used a 
shoe polisher, I know that you had a strange spiraling drill bit kind of 
thing. Did you have any other machines? I love the idea of machines 
that create noise in that kind of grinding way. 

(Excuses himself to sniff snuff for a moment) Well early on | had this box I 
invented which I called the noise manipulation unit, and in effect it was a 
way for me to sample noise and form it into rudimentary rhythms live on 











stage. When you mention Sleazy, this just came up, it's like, | used this 
thing for a number of years and I never told anybody how it was made, 
and to look at it, you know, it's just a box with buttons on it and cords 
coming out, and I never told anybody what it was. When I played at the 
London Filmmakers Co-op Sleazy came up afterwards and he said 
“What's in that box that creates those unbelievable noises?” And I told 
him how it was designed because, I figured anybody else, I tell them how 
it's done, and they're going to have the same sound that I have. Sleazy is 
such a creative guy, I didn't think Sleazy was gonna rip me 

off, but the next time I saw Throbbing Gristle, when I played with them at 
$036 in Berlin, Sleazy had told Chris Carter about this device, and Chris 
Carter had designed a version of it for Sleazy to use, so when Sleazy died, 
it said Sleazy was the first person to 

invent a device that could sample, and that's not true. He didn't invent it, 
and Chris Carter didn't invent it, I invented it. There are pictures of me on 
my website where I'm holding a little metal box with buttons and cords, 
that's what that was. 

Yeah that's in your bio too, and it definitely looks like it's from the 
70s. 

Oh it's definitely from the 70s! I used to just go to hardware stores and 
wander around looking at stuff thinking. I'd see stuff and it'd suggest ideas 
to me, I'd think “Wow! I don't know what that is but I bet I could use it to 
do this or this or this,” you know. 

Are you that much of a handy man? I mean, you really don't strike 
me as a circuit bending type of guy. 

I'm not! I'm not. But I'm an idea guy. It's like I actually came up with this 
idea years before I actually invented it, and I asked people who knew 
about technical things. I'd say “What would it be like if you took this and 
this and this and tried to do this?” and they'd say “Oh no, that's not 
possible.” And I'd think, well it seems possible to me. So after putting it 
off for a couple of years, I thought, “Fuck all of these experts!” I think this 
can work, I'm going to see if it's possible. I'm not a technical guy, I'm like 
a cave man, I'm like a cave man with ideas. So I made this crude device, 
and it worked, and that's what I used the first several years I was touring 
on my own. 

It seems like it's even more ornate than a Jam Man would be, I mean, 
even that just loops one thing, but you're able to do as many as four 
things I'm going to guess? 

Well, it depends on the device, | could've made it so that it would do an 
infinite number of things, but I essentially had it so there were a couple 
noise sources and you could hear one noise source, you could hear the 
other noise source, or you could hear them both at the same time, so it 
would sound like 3 different octaves. That's sort of the sound you have on 
my first single “Mode of Infection,” but it was done differently. 

Did you do that in “Fire In The Organism” by chance? 

“Fire In The Organism,” let's see... No no no, “Fire In The Organism” 
actually is a jet plane taking off! Multi-tracked, There was a place, the 
airport in San Diego, where you could get directly behind the jet planes 
taking off, and I'd heard at the time, that this is the loudest sound that 
exists, known to man. It is so loud that if you're too close to it, it will 
destroy human flesh. And I thought “That's the sound I need to get!” . So 
there was a place where you could park and there was a fence with 
corrugated metal over it, and then right down at the bottom there was a 
place where could kind of squeeze the tape recorder inside and turn it on 
when the jets were taking off. 

Did you spend a lot of time with jets? I know there's that story about 
when you finished the album with Death In June that a jet flew 
between the two of you (he and Douglas P. of Death In June] and that's 
when you knew that it was done, that is the best you're going to do 
(together), or what have you. Do you spend a lot of time around planes 
for the sound? 

No, I spend too much time on planes, traveling back and forth. But yeah, 
even here in Denver, there's a place where you can go and park and watch 
the jets land at the old airport. But yeah, I used to have one of the early 
walkmans that had the binaural condenser microphone, so I used to record 
everything every place. I'd be in a train, walking from one car to the other, 
in the part between one train and the next train, there's this loud rhythmic 
sound. I used to record construction sites. Back in the 70s, I never went 
anyplace without a tape recorder, and I could take these things and make 
loops out of them, taking them out of context, a lot of times you wouldn't 


be able to tell what they were. And I mean, that was always my intention. I 
didn't want to use something that sounded like a jackhammer. A 
jackhammer has no... There's nothing emotive about a jackhammer. 
There's nothing emotive about a guitar. If you're using a guitar for 
something and you can tell it's a guitar, it's sort of a cliché. I wanted to use 
things where people would hear them and say “What is that? I've never 
heard that before”. 

That's funny that you say that, I mean, you've mentioned many times 
in previous interviews that you like for things to be open-ended, and I 
also, you just gave me the question. I know that Andy Warhol was 
obsessive about that too, he recorded everything, I mean everything 
that, even while he was sleeping, he had a recorder going if I 
remember correctly from what I read. 

Yeah so all this stuff I've got, I've got, collections of some of those Andy 
Warhol tapes, and there are tapes where he let the silver balloons go, and 
he's like “Wow, look at them, oh they're great!” And it's like you're right 
there for this historic moment, and there are thousands and thousands of 
hours of this stuff at the Andy Warhol Museum in Pittsburgh. 

Wow. 

Yeah I like that, I wish, I started doing that, I was going to do a book 
where I thought, I know so many interesting people, and I'd have so many 
interesting conversations, I'm just going to start recording whenever I go 
out to dinner with somebody or something, or whenever I'm on the phone 
talking to somebody, I'm going to record this stuff. And I did for about a 
year or something, and a lot of it, it's very funny, you know, if you're out 
at dinner and you're talking, and you turn on a tape recorder, you know, it 
gets silent very quickly. 

Yeah, that's almost the jinx of it 1 would guess. But yeah I do like, 
especially with tape recorders, I use mini cassettes too, because I 
mean, the fidelity is definitely lower when you deal with mini 
cassettes, but especially with vocals, and the way that air interrelates 
with reverb, it really takes on another form, you know you listen to 
something and like “I wasn't really sad when I said that but it sounds 
like I'm sad”. 

(laughs) Yeah I love tape recorders, one of my pivotal things of my youth, 
one year for my birthday, my parents got me this little blue plastic reel-to- 
reel tape recorder from Japan, and I just recorded all sorts of stuff. And 
then it had multiple speeds so I could record stuff and listen to it slower 
and listen to it sped up and I thought “This is miraculous! You can just 
capture something in perpetuity that is happening in the moment!” and 
then when I started doing my ambient music, a friend of mine had a really 
good tape recorder, and he was going to jail, and he said “Boyd, you can 
use my tape recorder while I'm jail,” and that's when I did all the stuff 
that's on The Black Album. 

That's how he said it? Out of the blue? You'd probably already 
expressed interest in getting a tape recorder, but that phrase “Boyd, 
you can use my tape recorder, I'm going to jail...” 

Yeah, well, that was that, I'd been planning for a long time to record some 
music and I knew how I was going to do it, and his going to jail afforded 
me the opportunity to record all of that early stuff. 

It's pretty marvelous stuff, I think my favorite is the part that I read 
about. Where, oh who's voice is it? At the very end of the record, it's a 
woman's voice over and over, she sang a word, and I don't remember 
what the word is... 

This is something the Research (magazine) people put in their thing, and 
that recording was never released, I don't even know what became of that 
recording, but Lesley Gore's first album was something 

with the word “Cry”. Because her big hit was “It's My Party And I'll Cry 
If | Want To,” that was a huge hit, they thought “Okay, we'll have her 
record every song ever written with the word “Cry” in the title. So it's like 
“Cry Me A River,” “Cry And You Cry Alone” so I 

went through this entire album and I just had the tape recorder on pause, 
and I just recorded every time she said “Cry”. It came out and it made 
these very weird rhythms, and stuff, but it's really never been released on 
anything. For some reason the Research people made a 

big deal about that, and it's still on, it's probably still on my Wikipedia 
page, I mean people are still talking about it. It's like one weird thing I did 
33 years ago and it was never even released. 

I listened really diligently to try to hear it, and at the very end of Side 
B, I think there's something that might've been, by a stretch, what 





would sound like that, I would think. But yeah, it's just an interesting 
artifact to listen to, even now it's, the sensibility of it is very alien. 
What, “The Black Album?” 

Yeah. 

Yeah, I mean I can't believe nobody's made a bigger deal out of this, but I 
was essentially doing sample-based music years in advance of the 
invention of the Fairlight, or the early samplers. That's how I did 
everything on The Black Album. 

Another thing I'd like to ask, with the way that you do music, you still 
don't know anything about music, and your ability to create music 
seems to be getting more and more refined, but you must not be doing 
everything with samples, you've gotta be at least doing percussion or 
something. Are there any secrets or insights that you'd like to share 
about how you create music? I mean, I know that you're doing a cover 
of David Bowie... 

Well that I just did vocals on, that's done by Bryin Dall, he has a group 
called Hirsute Persuit. I was in the studio one day, and I didn't even 
remember this. He said “Hey Boyd, would you do this David Bowie 
song?” and I said “I can't sing really” and he said “Well, just read the 
words.” so I did, and the last time I'm in New York he plays this thing for 
me and it's like “Is that me? That's really weird”. So he wanted to do a 
remix album of this Hirsute Persuit thing, and get all of these remix people 
to do different things, and everybody wanted to remix “Boys Keep 
Swinging” with my vocals, so he's putting out a record, there's like a 12 
inch single that's going to have 6 remixes of me doing “Boys Keep 
Swinging”. 

I know that you sampled, for your coyer of “Rocket USA” /by 
Suicide], It's one of my favorite things that you've done, that cover of 
“Rocket USA” with the sample of “1969” by The Stooges... 

Thank you! Thank you because I thought that was so fun, and funny 
because I was listening to The Stooges and | thought “Wait a minute, 
'1969' and 'Rocket USA' are the same song!” You know, it's like, it would 
be great to do a loop of '1969' and turn it into 'Rocket USA', so I'm glad 
you picked up on that. 

When you are making music, for instance with “Solitude”(one of the 
most, albeit loosely, melodic tracks by NON) at the yery least, you're 
playing a piano, or are you sampling something with 

that? 

That's a sample off an obscure British girl group song, it's called “Dark 
Shadows and Empty Hallways.” I made a loop of it but then I tracked it so 
that there would be two of them, so it creates these strange overtones, so 
you hear stuff in there that isn't actually in the sample. That's how I do a 
lot of things, where I get a loop and then I track it just slightly differently, 
or make it slightly shorter or longer, so that when they both play out they 
will go in a different rhythm from one another, or if they're the exact same 
length, they will create a sort of Moiré pattern, if you know what that is. 
You're a person that champions what could be called “brutal 
realities,” and you're definitely a proponent of self-awareness, but 
your naiveté or your Peter Pan Syndrome, and the fact that you're 
inherently anachronistic, might be the secret to your success in 
achieving things that you yourself have proclaimed that you're in no 
way qualified to do. How do you juxtapose these concepts? Is there a 
rational self-delusion in any part of that? Or is there a rationale that 
I'm missing? 

I'm not sure, I think I'm a pragmatist, but I think a lot of, when I talk about 
naiveté I think, when you're young, you sort of imagine that you can do 
anything. So you can go into things. At this point in my life, people say 
“Hey! How do I go about doing this?” and I just say “ up, it's 
hopeless. Forget about it, you don't stand a snowball's chance in hell.” 
Luckily, when I was young, I didn't know that I didn't stand a snowball's 
chance in hell, so I proceeded in these directions that everybody advised 
me against, and in the long run it worked out for me. It probably only 
worked because I didn't have the concept that it wasn't possible. But now, 
looking back at it, what are the odds? That somebody could put out a 
record like “The Black Album” and every major critic in London would 
get it, and all these influential people would get it, and it would result in 
me being signed to what is now the biggest independent record label in the 
world. At that time, Mute Records only had one record out, I went to 
London, and he asked me to re-release my record. 

Yeah, that's a pretty miraculous story. 








Yeah, and even then, it is miraculous because I just happened to buy this 
record, and 5 minutes later, Daniel Miller from Mute Records walked in, 
and they said “This guy just bought your record!,” and we started talking, 
and it's like I could have gone into Rough Trade Shop in London, the day 
before that, the day after that, an hour later, an hour earlier, and I just 
happened to be there at the exact time this guy was there and I was the 
first artist signed to Mute Records and that defined the rest of my life on 
certain level. 

Just 30 copies, you said, it just went to some incredibly influential 
people. I'm gonna guess that Steven Stapleton was one of them 
because he put you in his list (The Nurse With Wound List, a list of 292 
obscure artists, which was included in “Chance Meeting on a Dissecting 
Table of a Sewing Machine and an Umbrella” (1979) and later expanded 
on “To the Quiet Men from a Tiny Girl" in 1980], in one of his early 
LPs, and that's actually a legendary thing by itself, just that list. 
Really? Yeah, he actually did. Rough Trade somehow got copies of this to 
a pharmacy, like it was CVS or something. Some ordinary drug store in 
London, and Steven Stapleton went in, and he always looked through the 
99 cent... 99 pence bin, and this record was reduced to 99 pence, and he 
saw this and he thought “This is an album with an entirely black cover! 
What could it possibly be?,” so he felt it was worth the risk of spending 99 
pence to get this to find out what it was. And he got it home, and he was 
shocked. You know, he's like “Oh my god, what is this?” So he went 
immediately back to the store and bought every single copy they had in 
there. And he gave them out to people over the years. 

Wow. 

(Laughs) 

You've mentioned the whole idea that Leonard Nimoy will always be 
called Spock. Do you think that you will outlive the tremors of that 
whole controversial Nazism/Satanism thing that was going on 20 years 
ago? 

I think most of the people who remember that period of time are really too 
old to still be caring about me, they should have wives and families and 
decent jobs by now. If any of those people from 20 years ago are still 
writing things about me on the internet, they're as big of losers as the 
people who go to sci fi conventions. I think, for some people, that will 
always remain, but now there's a whole new audience, and with this 
documentary out, and these books coming out... Maybe (laughs). Who 
knows? But people have their bugaboos in pop culture, it's like who else is 
there for them to point to and say “We're the good guys because he's the 
bad guy’? There's not a lot of people out there, they can't do that to Jello 
Biafra anymore. 

Do you think any of your upcoming work is going to be controversial 
at all? Do you think it's going to shock people on any level? 

I kind of never think anything is going to shock anybody, because I think 
I'm a fairly reasonable person. I think, if I've looked at this and I think this 
is reasonable then... But it's wrong to project your values onto other 
people, because they often aren't worthy of that, they often have values 
that are wildly different. 
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-ONE MORE TIME AGAIN-:- 


Group Sound Forum-University of Chicago 
By Gentleman John Battles 

Abhhh, the power of promotion. This once in a lifetime event 
would have completely escaped my radar if Jake, who was in 
CALIFORNIA at the time, hadn’t sent me ane-mail with a link 
attached. The link revealed an upcoming Japanese-American 
weekend expo at The U of C, featuring a screening of the 2004 
documentary, The Golden Cups: One More Time, which centers 
around what was either the #1, or #2, band in mid-to-late 60s 
Japan, second only, perhaps, to The Spiders (a Stones to their 
Beatles, you might say). At least this is the impression I walked 
away with, it could have been the other way around, or the two 
may have been otherwise, eclipsed by the decidedly more Pop- 
oriented Tigers (Seiji, from Guitar Wolf, once told me, "The 
Tigers...were very, very big in Japan...a long, long....LONG time 
ago). Either way, these cats were huge, make no mistake. Along 
with The Spiders, The Tigers, The Beavers, The Outcast, The 
Carnabeats, and many others, The Golden Cups led a musical 
revolution in Japan known as "Group Sound," heavily influenced 
by British Invasion and American Garage Band sounds of the 
day, carrying itself over into Blues-Rock and Psych, sung in 
either Japanese or Broken English, and permeated in various 
screaming effects pedals generally not available in the West. Not 
only was this riveting film being screened for the first, and 
perhaps only, time in The USA, but three of the key surviving 
members of the group were scheduled to appear in person, joined 
by American musician, Alan Merrill, who fronted Vodka Collins, 
the now-legendary Glam Rock Band in Japan, as well as The 
Arrows, the late-period UK Glam band that cut the original "I 
Love Rock n’ Roll.” 

Merrill took the stand first, and told his truly fascinating story. 
He came from a prominent musical family. His mother was the 
renowned Jazz singer, Helen Merrill, whose recordings were 
produced by Quincy Jones. "Sarah Vaughan used to rock me 
backstage," he noted. On top of that, Laura Nyro was his cousin. 
His family lived around the New York/New Jersey area, but his 
parents eventually divorced. Alan began performing at the 
legendary Cafe Wha? at the age of 17, and even auditioned for 


The Left Banke. But his Mother had relocated to Japan, and, 
without her guidance, he soon got into all kinds of trouble 
(Yeah!). She sent for him, and off he went, but not before 
forming a band with Bob Kulick (later with Meatloaf's band, and 
the briefly popular Balance (he was the bald guy...had he not 
been bald he would have been asked to join KISS, who took his 
harier brother Bruce instead). Upon arriving in Japan, Merrill 
quickly immersed himself in the Group Sound scene, forming 
The Dynamites, which he described as "A mid-level G.S. band, 
with drums, guitar and voice." He saw, first hand, the direction 
popular music was taking when he met "Four guys, Musicians, 
with long hair....The Golden Cups." Soon, he embarked on his 
first successful venture with a band called Lead (Pron."Leed") 
that released one hit single "Owi Bata," making them the first 
Gai-Jin (Japanese for "Foreigner," often said with contempt, but 
not in this case) band to record and release a hit record on 
Japanese soil. Soon after, he met Yuya Uchida of The (recently 
reformed) Flower Travelling Band, now a minor cult band in The 
United States. Merrill was quick to point out that the established 
Japanese performers with whom he crossed paths were very 
polite and supportive to him. These would include The Spiders, 
The Golden Cups, The Tigers, The Tempters, and The Funnies. 
After Lead disbanded (Allen pointed out that for every good 
thing that happened in his career, something far worse was 
waiting to happen, right around the corner), he occupied his time, 
and took in a few spare Yen, doing Exploitation records in the 
studio for the budget market. He was heard doing "Back in The 
USSR" in the key of "G" with a studio band. The next day, he 
was signed to Japanese Atlantic, as a solo artist. It was, he 
pointed out, their first male solo signing. During his tenure he 
also introduced The Tigers on their Live LP, "Live in Coliseum." 
Merrill also scored a hit single with "Nameda." "I walked into a 
department store, and saw mannequins, everywhere, with my 
own face! It was like being in an episode of "The Twilight 
Zone!" During the brief Q and A, I asked Merrill if he felt that 
being of another nationality and culture worked in his favor in 
Japan. He said that he really did see it like that, though he 
couldn’t have planned it that way. No other Western Rock artist, 
within Japan, was breaking the color bar, as well as the sound 
barrier. He went on to record jingles for Japanese Television, 
including major ad spots for Nissan and Sprint. Meanwhile, The 
Group Sound scene was coming to an end, with heavier sounds 
moving in. The Funnies had signed to Atlantic as Rock Pilots. 
Bass player Tetsu Yamauchi was doing studio work with Alan 
when Paul Kossoff, guitarist for the popular British group, Free 
(whose Bassist, Andy Fraser, had just left the group) made Tetsu 
an offer to replace Fraser on what would prove to be their final 
album, "Heartbreaker,"as the band morphed into a short-lived 
side project, "Kossoff /Kirke/Tetsu/Rabbit," then, of course, Bad 
Company. Tetsu went on to replace Ronnie Lane in The Faces, 
following Merril's path, in reverse, a musical yin/yang, to be 
sure. Tetsu told Alan, of his choice to join Free, "They are 
heavy, you're Teen Idol". Alan went to London, just as Glam 
Rock was getting its start, but returned to Japan, where he signed 
with Columbia's new subsidiary, Mushroom Records. Merrill 
recorded with Mikioshi from The Golden Cups on Keyboards, 
but Tetsu's words, no doubt, were ringing in his head, and he set 
about forming the first Glam Rock band in Japan, Vodka Collins, 
whose CD on Man's Ruin confirms their reputation as the 
ultimate crossover act in a genre dominated by Great Britain. 

"Vodka Collins became popular, fast. We were very influenced 
by T-Rex and David Bowie. We played Budokan for $300. We 


asked for more, and were refused. We did it, anyway. My Mom 
said, "You're crazy!" I went to London in defiance to the people 
who said, "You'll never make it". I formed The Arrows and we 
recorded the original version of my own composition, "I Love 
Rock n’ Roll", which was a big hit in Britain and on the 
Continent, but we had no U.S. promotion. Mickie Most 
(Jewish/South African Pop recording and management titan in 
The UK, and Gene Vincent's former brother-in-law) told us he'd 
get us a U.S. release, but that never happened. Several years 
later, of course, Joan Jett and The Black Hearts had a huge 
worldwide hit with the song. I've never met Joan, but I've tried to 
contact her for years! In 1976, The Arrows replaced The Bay 
City Rollers on their TV show, Shang-A-Lang."But no records 
were released on us while we were on TV!" On the changes 
taking place in the Rock demographic, "There was not much 
drug culture in Japan. The U.S. Military had all the dope!” 
Vodka Collins did a reunion, with Louise-Louis (real name: 
Masayoshi Kabe) from The Golden Cups on bass. In fact, The 
Vodka Collins and The Golden Cups swapped bass players. 
“Once, we all got on stage together at The Yokohama Blues 
Cafe, a few nights after Johnny "Guitar" Watson died. There are 
no musical mistakes, everything can be resolved." 

Pretty fuckin' Zen for a Gai-Jin, let me tell ya. 

But you can take it from a man who's been just about 
everywhere, and played his habitat as well as his instrument. 


Merrill wrapped things up with a spiffy "Unplugged" rendition of 
"Automatic Pilot" by Vodka Collins, and of course, "I Love Rock 
n’ Roll.” It was both fun and surreal at the same time, everybody 
clapping their hands and singing "I love Rock n’ Roll, so put 
another dime in the jukebox, baby " (including me), in a small 
University lecture room. 

The Golden Cups! two and a half hour long documentary, One 
More Time, like other films of it's kind (particularly the monks’ 
biopic, black monk time and the Roky Erickson documentary, 
You're Gonna Miss Me) speaks of triumphs and tragedies in epic 
proportions. Predictably, the triumphs are fast and fleeting. The 
still-very young band, honing it's craft at a rough and tumble bar 
in their home base of Yokohama (which literally was a base, as a 
majority of the town had been turned over to the U.S. Military) 
called, (what else?) The Golden Cup, frequented by U.S. 
Servicemen and Japanese toughs, all competing for the local 
lovelies. It's never implied that these women were anything other 
than fans. In fact, several of them turn up in interviews, having, 
obviously, aged considerably, like the majority of the male 
talking heads (though Golden Cups’ drummer, Mamoru Manu, 
for one, has maintained a remarkably youthful appearance, aided 
somewhat by his collection of Baseball caps. He's even seen, 
briefly, wearing a Texas A&M cap! Gig 'Em, Aggies!). On a 
good night, all would rock, and none would fight. The black 
soldiers, it's noted, were quite popular with the ladies, but not as 
free-spending as their white counterparts. Isolated from Tokyo, 
Osaka, and other big cities, a new kind of music, which would 
soon take the name of Group Sound, was being born on that tiny 
stage in the Chinatown district of Yokohama, a setting 
comparable to The Reeperbahn during the Beat era. The Golden 
Cups had the distinction of being admired for their high-energy 
live show, yet derided for their ethnic backgrounds. Called a 
"Half-Breed" band in their formative years, because, as it turns 
out, several members were Amerasian, born of Japanese Mothers 
and American Fathers (who were stationed In Yokohama during 
and/or after the war). One member of the group was even 





Chinese, and, after World War II, China was just as hated as their 
former allies, the U.S. 

No mistake about it, The Golden Cups were looked upon as 
dogs, outcasts. Punks. Being shut out, as they were, only made 
them that much more determined to succeed. It didn’t take long. 
The Golden Cups developed a reputation that made its way past 
Yokohama, and label scouts tracked them down, quickly signing 
them up. The first Golden Cups release, "Girl With The Long 
Hair," was a Pop number, chosen by the label, and not 
representative of the group's sound (Get it?). "It's a song we were 
not thrilled to play ", according to Guitarist, Eddie Ban, "But it 
made us famous, and, now, it's one of our treasures.". The band 
soon hit the bigger markets, and released several hit singles and 
LPs. Much of their repertoire consisted of material that American 
Soldiers had turned them on to. In The West, their best known 
tracks today include a cool cover of Cream's version of Skip 
James' "I'm So Glad" (which can be seen on YouTube), and, 
unquestionably, the most insane reading of "Hey, Joe," EVER! 
As they became bigger in name, they became cockier. At top- 
billed gigs, they would demand that their gear be moved to the 
front of the stage, refusing to let the other bands use any of it, 
though they would find they had little room to use their own. 
Still, they insist that they maintained a good rapport with the 
other bands, but the stage was their domain. Eddie Ban noted 
that he was turned on to Blues music, still an exotic commodity 
in Japan, via The Paul Butterfield Blues Band (Butterfield 
attended grammar school at the University of Chicago’s Lab 
School, on the next block from this screening). This new 
influence would dictate the direction the band would take, 
though, much like in the states, Rock music would start to go the 
way of big festivals, and, while Blues jams were still de rigeur, 
The Golden Cups became decidedly heavier in approach, until 
their last shows in 1972 (barring the stray reunion gigs, leading 
up to their very last show, featured in this movie). But their story 
doesn’t end, there. The band members went through various 
changes in their musical careers, some playing steady jobs, 
others turning up to sit in at friend's gigs, always to much 
reverence and enthusiasm from their audiences. The film follows 
The Golden Cups on the comeback trail, from a joyous, if 
bittersweet, first convergence of all the original members to their 
final reunion concert, seen here in it's entirety. The concert, too, 
proves to be bittersweet. While the band is most assuredly tight 
and professional, the venue they're performing in appears to be 
only big enough to hold several hundred, at best, and it doesn’t 
even look remotely full. They sound like an American, Blues- 
based bar band. A top shelf bar band, to be sure, but a bar band, 
nonetheless. They crank out top notch versions of "Hold On, I'm 
Coming," "Got My Mojo Workin" (Which lacks the screamin’ 
guitar leads of their studio version, based on The Shadows of 
Knight's rave-up arrangement), and "Gloria," the best version I'd 
heard in years. As a teaser, they break into the riff to "I Can Only 
Give You Everything", but only momentarily...still, The Golden 
Cups haven't forgotten Them (as in Them with Van Morrison). 
The closer turns out to be a heart-wrenching version of Them's 
classic, "One More Time." Roll credits. A few years later, in 
2008, lead Singer, "Dave" (Real name: Tokimune Hirao), would 
sadly, though not unexpectedly, pass away. His Alcoholism is 
laid bare, with brutal honesty, in interviews, the band's first 
social reunion, and their one and only remaining concert as The 
Golden Cups. 

Dave maintains a wicked sense of humor, and the camaraderie 
between he and the other members of the group cannot be 











denied. They seem to truly love him, but are unable to help him. 
It's plain to see that, in his own estimation, were he to have died 
right there, on stage, singing the words "One More Time," it 
would not have been in vain. 


The Golden Cups! reception seemed to go by fast, as the 
Interpreter narrowed down long, involved, conversations 
between the band members and the sizeable Japanese contingent 
in the crowd (If you want to call roughly 40 people a "crowd") to 
a single shot. If you couldn’t speak Japanese many good natured 
in-jokes between the band and their fans (some of whom were 
old enough to have followed them in their heyday) would have 
been lost on you, even with the benefit of an English translation 
(I'm not complaining. You should have heard the Interpreter at 
the first G-Con, the Godzilla/Ultraman Conventon). I had the 
feeling that this was a moment the band's original Japanese fans 
had dreamed about for more than 40 years, and, Damn! it was a 
good feeling. Eddie Ban said that, in his opinion, trying to 
capture the feeling of the black Blues guitarists he admired (Such 
as B.B. King and Muddy Waters) was more important than the 
technical side, but that to always play with the idea that you will 
improve, technically, is essential. When asked by an audience 
member who it was that influenced the earth-shattering bass 
sound on their version of "Hey, Joe", bassist Louise-Louis, cited 
the bass players from The Yardbirds (Paul Samswell-Smith) and 
The Shadows of Knight (Joe Kelly, The Hawk) as inspiration. 
Listening to the recording, it sounds like all three of those cats 
could have been playing at the same time, and that's goooood. 
Drummer, Mamoru Manu, noted that he didn’t play the Drums 
for a long time after the band broke up, saying, "I pretend to 
drum! I'm pretending in the movie!" Eddie described their ascent 
to fame thusly, "We were transformed from J.D's or louts to 
idols. And look at us! We still ARE louts and J.D.s! We're just 
too old to be Gangstas!! Blues, to me, is not just about the sad 
part of life, but also the happy part, which is why we're so happy 
to be in Chicago. You see, in Yokohama, where we're from, 
Blues is very popular. In Osaka, Tokyo, Cobe, they are also very 
big on Blues. But the music that's circulating worldwide, today, it 
has a 6 month time log. Terrible Pop songs, today." No 
argument. 

I asked Eddie if the band was influenced by Japanese 
guitarist/composer Yuzo Kayama (who fronted a musical 
movement called Eleki in the Early 60s, inspired by The 
Ventures and Surf music. He went on to an increasingly Avant 
Garde, though still Rock-based, career in movie soundtracks, 
and, to my knowledge, is still working today). " Absolutely," he 
said, "Kayama was groundbreaking, and very influential, in 
Japan, when we were just starting out, myself and Kenneth Ito 
(Golden Cups rhythm guitarist), playing Surf sounds on our little 
Mosrite Guitars like The Ventures had. The Ventures were very 
big in Japan, and they still are. Kayawa did something that we 
could draw from, in that sense, and make it our own." 

With that, Eddie and Alan Merrill treated the audience to a few 
acoustic Blues numbers, including a version of "Sweet Home 
Chicago" in Japanese! The teeming masses then dispersed (Ha 
Ha). It was about 11:00 PM, when I realized I hadn't eaten 
dinner. It didn’t seem to matter much. Some people fasted in a 
musical desert for forty years to see this happen. 





Allan and Eddie 
Please note: The Faces' official website put out an APB for 


that had information on Tetsu. Yamauchi. I was 
unsuccessful in contacting them. If anyone would like to pass the 
information contained herein to The Faces' website, please do, 
just mention that the quotes are from Allan Merrill, and that the 
article appeared in Roctober, written by John Battles, not Beatle 
Bob, nor anyone else. Thank you. 


anyone 
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PIGSHIT 


by Gary Pig Gold 





REMEMBER The CHEEPSKATES? 


I certainly do. In particular the first time | ever saw them perform, on 
the stage of some otherwise nondescript club in Hoboken circa 1989. 
They brazenly encored that fitful, fateful night with a powerfully 
popping rendition of Whitney Houston’s “How Will I Know” (or was it 
some ABBAsong?), and it was there and then I fully realized there was 
more — much more — going on here than merely met the ear. 

Indeed, The Cheepskates, since their inception at the very dawn of the 
dreaded 1980s, had always been the most musically, and especially 
melodically adventurous of any within New York’s nascent post-punk 
and/or neo-garage movement(s). But this inventiveness never fully 
flowered for the record until the release of their third long-player, 
Remember, in the year of our Lord and yours 1987. It was perhaps, if I 
may apply my retrospective rear-view here, this very genre-bending 
that doomed the band to fall between critical cracks back in the daze. 
Yet I insist it’s this exact same decorum-be-damned Fun with Numbers 
approach which keeps such albums as fresh this afternoon as it surely 
would've sounded to the band’s original core of hard, dedicated 
followers all those years ago. 

In fact, it doesn’t take long at all after Tony Low's “I'll Be Around” 
more than kicks everything off by nodding generously back towards 
“Run Better Run,” that great big Cheepskates hit that unfortunately 
never was, before Remember launches the proceedings firmly upon its 
bold new musical mission. Recently stripped strategically down to a 
lean if not so mean trio, the band were actively refining their studio 
M.O. (for example, slowing the rhythmic pace overall after initial 
sessions over-fueled in no small part by Jeremy Lee’s discovery of a 
certain potent, caffeine-laced espresso soda), when not expertly 
tweaking their instrumental approach to boot (“I remember - no pun 
intended - laying down acoustic guitar parts, with Shane and I both 
playing in unison,” Tony recalls. “This was important because there 
were absolutely no acoustic guitars on the Cheepskates’ first two 
albums. This was a new texture to our sound”). Hereto, precisely this 
strain of deceptively delicate rubber folk most prominently shades 
“Every Time You Change Your Mind,” wherein Shane Faubert dips a 
toe or two towards such semi-plugged horizons he would explore in 
more depth throughout his own San Blass album six years hence. 
Vocally as well, Shane’s long-held infatuations with the Millennium 
and ’66-vintage BBoys, apparent only in passing on earlier Cheepskate 
recordings, positively illuminates the bulk of Remember’s sonic sound- 
beds (witness that astounding leap of a cappella which breaks the 
otherwise jolting jangle-jig “Questions” and, in the case of “Hold Me,” 
bravely takes center-stage all upon its Pet Sounding lonesome). No sir 
or maam: this was most certainly nor what was expected from a band 
that, up til then, had happily been lumped amongst the paisley plethora 
of “96 Tears” retread-masters then littering all the world’s trendiest 
lower east sides. 








az : 
Lyrically as well, the Faubert penchant for analyzing human 
relationships — to say nothing of human frailties — bubbles to the fore 
inside such telescopic three-minute character studies as “Little Girl,” 
“Backwards Boy” and most pointedly “Lately,” wherein rumors of 
Mac-caliber accusations are duly muted with comfortably keen 
observations a la classic Raymond Douglas Davies. Call these, if you 
will, sagas of the Opposing as opposed to Opposite sex. 

Now, while signposts towards past masters aplenty can be 
unapologetically spotted throughout this most aptly-titled Remember (I 
|-u-v the Yardbird chorales which weave their sinister Gregorian way 
here and then there; and what, speaking of which, can ever be more 
Summer of 65 overall than “Echo"?), The Cheepskates were obviously 
becoming confident enough in their very own abilities to mix, and in 
the process actually match, those which proudly popped before. Why, 
“Better Off Alone” actually tips its tune in favor of the Monkees’ 
“Words” rather than the Brothers Gibbs’ — before greasing into 
rockabillied guitar territory altogether, that is - while Jeremy’s wholly 
pigeonhole-confoundin, lip Away” defiantly stakes out some severe 
alt. C and even W long before anyone ever thought to circle the No 
Depressive wagons. 

But it is perhaps during those mere two-minutes-fifty-four of “On Our 
Own” that all of the above-marveled accomplishments coalesce, rise, 
and brightly shine to the occasion. Witness Shane trading trademark 
Farfisa for a most regal of harpsichords, Tony’s bass bounding octaves 
kept earthbound only by the steady Lee right foot / left hand 
combination, an arrangement and storyline both taut, tightly twisting 
and, finally, the vocal roundelay which tags it all by conjuring an entire 
parade of silly love songs past, present, and future. 

Sadly, “doing Sixties-style garage in 1983 and early Seventies pop in 
1986 made us pioneers, but didn't make us incredibly popular,” Mr. 
Faubert may now reflect. Yet I hearby proclaim that, as with all those 
most potent sound and visionaries across rock’s ages, The Cheepskates 
simply seemed hellishly bent on creating some Heresy rather than mere 
History. 














> DR AGUAS TDs SB 


by Ken Burke 


The Ernie Kovacs Collection (Shout Factory) 

Television pioneer Ernie Kovacs created hundreds of hours of bizarre, 
somewhat abstract programming during the infancy of the medium. 
Whether cooked up on the fly or carefully scripted and timed, it was all 
crafted under the guise of humor but now gleams with the sobriquet of 
innovation. Kovacs, who for a while burned up as much air time as 
Arthur Godfrey and Art Linkletter, was different from the average 
television time waster. At one time or another, he too hosted morning 
shows, network prime-time hours and even game shows. But, unlike 
his contemporaries, he had a compulsion for creating scintillating 








visuals that made his programs superior to the talking heads, old Gene 
Autry westerns and laugh-track soaked sitcoms that ruled the airwaves. 

A comedy genius, Kovacs wasn’t always funny in the traditional 
sense. Conceptual in nature, his humor relied upon the unspoken 
context of “what if.” What if apes danced Swan Lake dressed in frilly 
tutus? What if TV westerns evolved from good guy vs. bad guy shoot 
‘em ups into dramas showing gunslingers lying on a psychiatrist’s 
couch talking about their feelings? What if you replaced a timpani 
drum with a vat of tapioca pudding? What if all the inanimate objects in 
a typical business office came to life upon hearing the big beats of 
dramatic music? What if a game show existed where a contestant was 
mortally wounded and his secret had to be guessed before he died? 
Kovacs asked those questions and his visual responses just spilled out 
onto the airwaves where he alternately delighted some viewers and 
mystified others. 

Most of Kovacs’ best concepts can be found on this sumptuously 
packaged six DVD set which features a classy booklet with essays and 
rare photographs. Culled from the remaining kinescopes of the 
mustachioed innovator’s television years circa 1951 — 1962, each disc 
has a theme. Some feature generous clips of Kovac’s forays into 
primetime variety television where the New Jersey native proved a bit 
self-conscious as a host but reveled in playing characters; like martini- 
swilling poet laureate Percy Dovetonsils, crackpot chef Miklos Molnar 
and Matzoh Hepplwhite, a magician who had to have a belt of scotch 
before he would do a trick, and German disc-jockey Wolfgang 
Sauerbraten. Years before Steve Allen would appropriate the bit, 
Kovacs delivered off-center advice with his Mr. Question Man 
sketches. Decades before Craig Ferguson decided to use puppets for his 
cold openings of his late-night talk show, Kovacs can be seen running 
surreal daytime puppet dramadies via the Kapusta Kid. Of course, 
Kovacs’ signature routine, the Nairobi Trio (three derby-wearing guys 
in ape masks pantomiming to samba music), is prominently featured as 
is horror movie host Uncle Gruesome and the perpetually harassed kid- 
show host Mr. Science. 

Better still, are the episodes primarily featuring Kovacs’ unorthodox 
visual sense personified by his groundbreaking half-hour silent comedy 
special Eugene - both an early color version for NBC and the ABC 
triumph that made his reputation as an auteur are included. Like many 
great comedians, Kovacs was constantly reworking his best gags and 
concepts making some longer and other shorter. At his side for most of 
these exploits was his wife Edie Adams. A Broadway star — she 
played Daisy Mae in the stage version of Li'l Abner — she proved a 
worthwhile foil as well as a top vocal talent. Indeed, Adams's 
legitimacy helped her husband lampoon the very industry that fed him 
which makes his best work all the more satirically satisfying. Working 
with commonplace items and mundane actors, if truth be told, he set up 
quick sight gags and extended pieces of irony that are still fascinating 
to behold. Yet his true masterpieces were his illustrations of music. 
From his whimsical painting of an audio line underneath a scene used 
as a connecting device for random black-out sketches to his remarkable 
“Kitchen Symphony” - which illustrates the music of Tchaikovsky by 
splattering eggs into a pan, cracking celery etc. - there are no better 
moments in the history of music television. 

Although Kovacs’s sketches and vignettes were executed speedily for 
their time — and make no mistake, his work clearly informed the 
sensibilities of Steve Allen, David Letterman and Rowan and Martin's 
Laugh-in - many of his bits play out rather slowly in this age. The 
MTV revolution, which couldn’t have happened without Kovacs 
leading the way, contributed to the “speed-up factor” of all 
contemporary media. Yet, it’s interesting to note, no other commercial 
entertainer has even attempted anything like the skits and commercials 
collected on this set. Even when the bits don’t quite work as comedy, 
they remain indelibly unique. Was he early television’s greatest 
genius? He might've been early television’s only genius. All the 
others were comparative vaudevillians whereas Kovacs literally defined 
and then redefined the broadcast medium simply because he thought it 
would be fun to do so. 

Best disc: Disc Five features the cream of his specials for the ABC 
television network. Largely visual with only occasional spoken 


interludes, this is as close as television comes to slapstick visual poetry. 
Kovacs is especially adroit at integrating music into his offbeat 
sketches. In the process, he created joke delivery systems that we now 
take for granted. Nearly as fine is Disc Three which features generous 
samples of Kovacs’ summer replacement primetime variety series. 
Working with a real budget and an audience who had a clue, Ernie, 
Edie and the gang — future Letterman announcer Bill Wendell included 
- actually succeed in crafting an entertaining network comedy show. 
Unfortunately, due to the expense of licensing most of Edie Adams's 
songs were cut from the entire set. 

Worst disc: Although I found it fascinating, most modern viewers will 
probably find Disc One a bit tedious. Featuring airchecks from his 
Philadelphia morning show /t's Time for Ernie, Kovacs On the Corner 
and Kovacs Unlimited, the sight gags and verbal comedy seem to fall 
flat on live audiences that just didn't get Ernie. It's important to note 
that these glimpses into his early career are possibly all that remains 
from the hallowed early days of television. 

Bonus features: Every disc has something powerful and 
worthwhile in the bonus features. Behind the scenes material and tests 
are included but the best stuff for comedy fans are the previously 
uncollected sketches contained on Disc Two and the commercials for 
the Dutch Masters cigars on Disc Five. Like his contemporary Stan 
Freberg, Kovacs was able to achieve some of his greatest short comedy 
moments by way of Madison Avenue. Often, they play out as cartoons 
come to life. At his peak at the time of his 1961 death, Kovacs’s work 
— even in commercials — is always left brain, quite often funny and 
fun to think about afterwards. 
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.. Successful Musical 50 State Projects 
1. George Thorogood 50/50 Tour (1981) In ‘81 blues rocker George 
Thorogood flew to Hawaii for a show, flew to Alaska the next day, then headed 
back to the mainland, where he spent the next seven weeks driving around the 
country in a converted taxi, playing a show a day in every state in the Union. 
2. Kevin Montgomery 50 States in 50 Days tour (2008-2010) Thorogood’s feat 
seemed destined to never be repeated, but in 2008 veteran Nashville songwriter 
Kevin Montgomery began his annual 50 States in 50 Days tour, where he 
foregoes clubs, and has fans and friends from Facebook, Twitter, and Myspace 
set up house shows. 
3. Netherfriends “50 Songs 50 States Project” (2010-2011) The one man band 
set out to write and record a song in all 50 staes in one year, and it looks like he 
will be successfully completing it this month. 
4, Neil Hamburger “50 Jokes for 50 States” (2000) 
Though not technically songs, it is a CD, so I'll count it. The hapless Hamburger 
recorded this dire album as tour merch for one of his many doomed excursions 
into bowling alleys, dive bars and semi-hostile rock clubs. On it he sighs his way 
through one sad joke about each state, usually using history, regional 
stereotypes, and bile to denigrate the state’s residents. i 
"Why have there been more U.S. Presidents born in Ohio than any other state? 
Because the nearest abortionists were two states away.” 
5. Various Artists - ““COOLIDGE 50” (1998) One punk band from each state 
records a lo-fi wacky version of their official state song. Though this technically 
achieves a perfect score, to quote Reverend Norb (whose band Boris the 
Sprinkler covers “On Wisconsin”) this two-disc compilation CD is “legitimately 
awful.” 

.-Failed Musical 50 State Projects 

1. The Dambuilders “50 Songs for 50 States Project” (1991-'96) This 
Boston-via-Hawaii indie pop combo recorded songs about states as album tracks 
and singles, with the goal of gradually serenading all the stars on the flag. They 
eventually compiled a mere fifteen on the album “God Dambuilders Bless 
America.” 
2. John Linnell “State Songs” (1999) They Might Be Giants side project tallied 
a mere fifteen state songs (plus one song about state songs). 
3. Janet and Judy “A Musical Tour of the Fifty States” (1987) This duo of 
peppy. blonde twins, popular on the kiddie music circuit in the eighties and 
nineties, used funny voices, twangy music, and a narrative about taking a 
busload of kids on a singing sightseeing tour to deliver tunes about a meager 11 





of their favorite states (plus one tune about states in general) 
4. Tommy Facenda “High School USA” (1959) 

Facenda would be a rockabilly footnote if his only claim to fame was being one 
of Gene Vincent's Blue Caps, but he became a certified One Hit Wonder by 
releasing this single which endeared itself to teens nationwide by cramming in 
the names of a couple dozen regional high schools into each of the 28(!) 
versions of the single, covering 26 states, plus the District of Columbia. Not a 50 
state project, technically, but worth mentioning as he did do twice as good as 
most 50 state attempters. Though no one else achieved Tommy’s Top 40 success 
employing similar tactics, several tried, most impressively the Philadelphia 
International All Stars, who in 1977 recorded at least 14 versions of “Let’s 
Clean Up the Ghetto,” each opening with Lou Rawls mentioning a different 
ghetto-plagued city 

5. Sufjan Stevens “The 50 States Project” (2003-?) In 2003 the ambitious 
songwriter declared his intent to record a full length album about every state in 
the Union, starting with a collection of captivating musical portraits of the cities 
and regions of his home state Michigan. The critically worshipped “Illinois” 
followed two years later, but that theoretically feasible 100-year pace was 
thrown off when the next year featured yet another Illinois album, the last state- 
themed full length he’s released. While Stevens succeeded in terms of publicity 
(the extra press he received for the project put him atop the Pitchfork- 
demographic heap) he knew from the start that his goal was more joke than 
manifesto. "I have no qualms about admitting it was a promotional gimmick," he 
told the London Guardian in 2009. Of course, that was also the year he released 
“The BQE,” a multimedia New York-themed project that returned him to 
regional recording, so who knows? 

BONUS: I tried to figure out if Sammy Davis Jr named all 50 states in his 
records, but I could only get to 22: CA - “California Suite,” GA - 
“Alexander's Ragtime Band,” HI - “Hawaii 5-0,” 

1A - “Trouble in River City,” IL - “In the Ghetto,” IN - “Naptown," KS - 
“Wichita Lineman,” LA - “Big Bad John,” MI - “Hello Detroit,” MN - “Guys 
and Dolls,” MO - “Kansas City,” MS - “Ol Man River,” NC - “Any Place | Hang 
My Hat is Home,” NV - “E-E-O-11,” NY - “Don’t Forget 127" Street,” SC - 
Porgy and Bess, sort of, TN - “Chatanooga Choo Choo,” TX - “Streets of 
Laredo,” VA - “Dixie Melody” + NM, AZ, & OK - “Route 66” 











Awesome archival Chicago TV site: 
http://chicagotelevision.com/webmap.htm 
Punk’nhead makes MRR: 
http://maximumrocknroll.com/2011/03/04/jake-austen-is-doing- 
it-for-the-kids/ 
2uestlove’s Clelbrity Stories (amazing!): 
http://hypnagogics.com/questo/ 

MASKED ROCHNROLL UPDATE 





Corpusse 


Hedpe 


Corpusse — The Canadian shocker/rocker/performance artist 
has been donning makeup for decades and channeling goth 
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nightmares, KISS, G.G., Johnny LaRue, Plasmatics, and Vito 
Acconchi. 

Head pe — The California punk/hip hoppers apparently 
experiment with whiteface makeup (and cigar aficionado-ism) 
Odd Future - Oddly enough, the future of hip hop seems to be 
ski-mask attired rape-core. A recent appearance featured a dwarf 
in the signature mask opening the set. 


MIDGET ROCHKNROLL UPDATE 
ROBOT ROCHKNROLL UPDATE 


Death and the Powers — 2010 “opera for robots “ by Tod Machover 
that features “revolutionary sound technology, an arresting light show, 
sex with a chandelier, and MIT-designed robots. 


SAMMY UPDATE 


Vinee 


collection of 
oddball portraiture includes this unpublished variation on the great 
Oxbow Sammy-themed LP cover art Blanchard did 


BLACK PUNK UPDATE 








Neon Leon today! 

















DELAYED BACKBEAT 


AN INTERVIEW WITH ROB BOWMAN 


By Ryan Leach (Illustrations by Ja$on Midas) 
Rob Bowman, a Canadian rock journalist and professor of 
ethnomusicology at York University, has spent decades obsessing 
over Stax Records. Certainly many of us are obsessed with one of 
history’s greatest soul labels — home to Otis Redding, Sam and Dave, 
Carla and Rufus Thomas, Isaac Hayes, Johnnie Taylor, Booker T and 
the MG’s, the legendary Mar-Keys...the list goes on and on. But 
Bowman’s obsessions led him to devote a dozen years writing a 
history of the label (Soulsville U.S.A. — The Story of Stax Records), 
and spend countless hours exploring the vaults to curate stacks of 
Stax reissue CDs. 
Based in Memphis, Stax (which opened in 1957) is culturally 
significant not only because of the historical music it produced but 
because the company integration when 
businesses in the city dared consider it. Initially owned by Jim 
Stewart and his sister Estelle Axton (both white), later the label 
would be co-owned by African-American deejay Al Bell, who would 
eventually buy out Stewart’s addition to being 
groundbreaking in terms of progressive thinking, Stax also broke 
ground creatively by allowing artists and songwriters to develop their 
talents in ways that resulted in raw and visceral music that eschewed 
the cross-over slickness of Motown. 
Ultimately Stax Records closed amidst great turmoil in 1975. 
Fortunately for the label’s legacy, Rob Bowman committed himself 
to documenting the defunct record company when seemingly no on 
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else was interested. Starting in 1983, Bowman steadily covered the 
label, conducting hundreds of interviews and penning liner notes to 
numerous Stax reissues and collections. In 1997, Bowman released 





the incredible Souls 

earning him the title (bestowed by Al Bell) “official historian for Stax 
Records.” It’s a recommend read for anyone interested in Southern 
soul music and absolutely worth every minute invested. 





ille U.S.A., the definitive history of the label, 









ROCTOBER: It took you twelve years to complete Soulsville 
U.S.A. 1 can only imagine how tiresome the project must have 
gotten at certain points and how hard finding funding must have 
been. What inspired you to dedicate a big chunk of your life to 
Stax Records? 

BOWMAN: When I started Soulsville U.S.A., | didn’t know that it 
would take 12 years to finish it, but I never did get tired of writing the 
book. This was partially because I put together three massive box 
sets—two nine CD sets and one ten CD set—along the way. Those 
box sets were great for a number of reasons. First and foremost, it got 
a ton of music out there and increased people’s awareness of Stax. 
The first box set had 31,000 words for liner notes; the second one 
contained about 40,000 words; the last box set had 47,000 words. So 
each time I did one, it provided a forum for a whole lot of additional 
research that, fortunately, was paid for by Fantasy Records. So much 
of the book was paid for through the liner notes. Also, partnering up 
with the record company meant that I got access to all of the Stax 
archives. That was really important. The archives contained royalty 
statements, promotional materials, letters, and session sheets. The box 
sets allowed me to publish a lot of detailed stuff I had about the 
music; information about particular songs and lesser-known groups. 
This material might have bogged down a book. 

The legal stuff was an issue. Did I really want to deal with it? People 
had warned me early on not to get involved with it, partially because 
of Johnny Baylor (head of KoKo Records and in charge of Stax 
Security. Baylor was a bona fide gangster who wasn’t afraid to use 
force if he felt it was necessary). He ended up dying early in my 
research which meant that he was no longer a threat. I decided that if 








I wanted to write Soulsville U.S.A. properly, | would have to dig into 
the legal stuff. That was an incredible amount of work. It was one 16- 
hour day of work after another, going through these legal documents 
and court records. It was incredibly boring, but then you'd hit upon 
some incredible piece of information that would make the whole 
process worthwhile. I could have written the book after four or five 
years and | think it would have been good. But I take things to the 
wall. I’m glad I waited. I think it’s about as comprehensive as it could 
be. 

R: You mentioned Johnny Baylor. Although I know he died 
relatively young from stomach cancer, I take it he hadn’t 
changed his ways much by the ‘80s. 

B: He was a gangster till the end. I forget which year he died. But as 
long as he was alive it would have been difficult to probe into a few 
things without risking my safety. 

I'd like to go back a bit and talk with you about your initial 
encounters with Stax. You had traveled to Memphis to work on a 
PhD dissertation that revolved around the label, correct? 

Yes. That was initially how I made it down to Memphis. Needless to 
say, I took it a lot further. 

A great point you make several times in Soulsville U.S.A. is that 
for a number of people, Stax Records was like a university or a 
trade school. Many people at Stax would go on to have rewarding 
careers as producers, engineers and publicists. A good deal 
received their respective starts at Stax with little or no previous 
experience. What struck me was how this openness to 
Memphians was extended to Stax’s musicians as well. Take Stax’s 
house band Booker T and the MG’s. Duck Dunn and Steve 
Cropper are pretty frank about their inability to read music and 
somewhat limited knowledge of music theory. A lot of the MG’s 
music was fairly simple but had a great groove. I couldn’t see 
Dunn or Cropper fitting in with the Funk Brothers in Detroit or 
the Wrecking Crew out in Los Angeles, two groups lined with 
studio musicians who read music fluently and were generally 
well-versed in music theory. 

They probably wouldn’t have worked with either one of those groups. 
Yet the MG’s were able to develop their own musical identities 
and became excellent musicians at Stax. And the number of 
musicians the MG’s inspired is immeasurable. Stax really 
provided the opportunity for people to develop without many 
prejudices. 

That’s 100 percent true. Stax provided many opportunities for people 
who would have never had similar opportunities elsewhere. Outside 
of the great music it produced, Stax was also a very special social 
institution in Memphis. 

Lewie Steinberg is a Stax figure we hear very little about. There’s 
almost no information available on the man anywhere. He played 
bass on the first two MG’s albums and on a lot of Stax sessions 
before Dunn joined the group. What can you tell me about 
Lewie? 

I think I was the first person to interview Lewie. He played bass on 
most of the Stax stuff from 1962 to 1964. Lewie came from a large 
family of musicians. Most of his brothers played music professionally 
in Memphis. A lot of them played jazz. Lewie was a blues-based bass 
player. He didn’t have the same kind of melodic sense Duck had. If 
Lewie had stayed in the MG’s, they wouldn’t have sounded the way 
they did from *65 on when Dunn joined the band. I can’t imagine 
Lewie playing things like “Time Is Tight” and “Hip Hug Her.” It 
wasn’t his style. You listen to the early stuff like “Green Onions” and 
“Jellybread,” and it’s all blues based. Nevertheless, Lewie was a very, 
very good blues bass player. There’s not a whole lot of information 
out there on Lewie because he had a drinking problem. That’s really 
why he got booted out of the MG’s. Had he not had the drinking 
problem, | don’t think Dunn would have made that switch from the 
Mar-Keys to the MG’s. 





That’s really interesting. 

The sound of the MG’s would have been very different. It is quite 
interesting how these things hinge on certain events. Lewie’s drinking 
problem made him difficult to work with and he became unreliable to 
the point where the other guys decided they couldn’t deal with him. 
After the MG’s, Lewie didn’t have much of a career doing anything. 
When I met him (in the ‘80s), I think he was a painter or a 
bricklayer—some sort of building trade. That’s what he had been 
doing all those years. He more or less drank himself out of the music 
business which is a very sad story. When I met Lewie he still had a 
problem with drinking and he was also somewhat bitter. The MG’s 
and Stax became really big and few people cared about him or knew 
who he was. He wasn’t a reliable interview. He made up some stuff to 
make himself look bigger. 

I’m not sure if he did any other interviews after me. I got Lewie by 
luck. | ran into him at a bar with some people who could vouch for 
me and my work. Lewie didn’t want to do the interview but he finally 
agreed. I picked him up later and we just drove around in my car. He 
wanted to show me around. We parked outside the Stax building; he 
showed me where people got their hair cut. He wasn’t a deep kind of 
person so what he said wasn’t all that revelatory. I tried to give him 
his due as best I could, But basically there isn’t much more 
information on Lewie out there. He’s dead now by the way. He died 
sometime in the last ten years. 

I didn’t know that. I thought Lewie was still alive. 

It was old age although alcoholism might have curtailed his life a 
little bit. I can’t remember the exact cause of his death. 

That’s too bad. I can tell by the body style of the bass he played 
that he purchased his Fender Precision sometime in the mid ‘50s 
or earlier. It had the Telecaster body shape and not the 
Stratocaster one that came out in ’57. Lewie was right on the 
cusp of that transformation from standup bass to electric bass. 
It’s a shame he hasn’t received recognition for being there at that 
transitional period. Most bassists at the time looked at the electric 
bass as a novelty instrument. 

Absolutely. That makes total sense. 

You mentioned Lewie being hesitant to do the interview. That 
being said, when Stax went under, things got ugly. Although I 
imagine some interviews were easy to obtain, I’m sure others 
were incredibly hard to get. 

It took me a year to get Isaac Hayes; six months to get Jim Stewart 
and Deanie Parker (Parker played a crucial role at Stax, working as 
director of publicity as well as an occasional singer, songwriter and 
jack of all trades). All of those people would have gotten rid of me if 
they could. I walked the fine line between being persistent without 
being obnoxious. At all points, I had to convey to them why I was 
writing about Stax and eventually they felt that my reasons were pure 
enough. Jim Stewart told me he never would have given me an 
interview had it not been used for my PhD. But once he met me, he 
began to trust me. He was then willing to do subsequent interviews. 
That first night we met, we spoke for seven hours. Again, I was only 
able to speak with him for seven hours because it was for my PhD, If 
I had been doing it for a book or an article, he would’ve turned me 
down. Since Stax folded, Jim has only been interviewed by me and 
Peter Guralnick. 

Getting people’s trust was crucial; getting Jim Stewart was crucial. 
When I approached people, I just said I wanted to talk about the 
music, They could tell I was there for the music and not the 
sensational shit that happened at the end, which was horrible. But as I 
got further and further along, people were actually interested in me 
trying to find out how things unraveled. They wanted that story told. 
That’s where getting into the archives and getting into the court stuff 
enabled me to draw a picture that no one had understood before then, 
including me. It took me years to understand what happened. A lot 
people think Stax going under was part of some conspiracy theory— 
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that the United States, CBS and Union Planters worked together to 
put Stax—a black business—out of business. All of these groups did 
attack Stax for various reasons. But they did not work in conspiracy 
with each other. In fact, CBS and Union Planters were at war with 
one another over who got what was salvageable out of Stax. It took 
me a long time to understand the dynamics and the motivations 
behind these institutions in taking down Stax. 

I found the last chapters of Soulsville U.S.A., which dealt with 
Stax going under, to be fairly depressing. However, I admired 
your ability to decode the legal documents from this time period, 
which I’m sure employed obfuscating and specialized language. 
Were you able to get any outside help with this work? 

I don’t mean this arrogantly, but I’m pretty intelligent and I do have a 
PhD. However, I’m not a lawyer. There was a judge in Memphis who 
used to be a lawyer. He briefly was involved with Stax and he felt 
that what had happened to the company was wrong. He wished to 
remain anonymous which is something I’ve always respected. He 
helped by donating his time; he set me up in an office with 24 hours 
access; he gave me unlimited photocopying and helped me out with 
any parts of the legal documents I found confusing. A few times I 
took him up on that last aspect, but most of it I could figure out on 
my own. I can read contracts...I just had to reread stuff a lot. I would 
work 16 hours a day going through these documents. I’d do this day 
after day. It was mind numbing, but I was determined. 

Jumping back to the origins of Stax, can you discuss how crucial 
the early successes of Carla Thomas and the Mar-Keys were to 
the survival of Stax? 

Absolutely crucial. There were several points where the label nearly 
went under. That’s the nature of the record industry. You start out 
with money but have to put a lot of it into pressing records and then 
hopefully wait for the money to come in. Then there’s rent and 
payroll to worry about. Your lifeline doesn’t last long unless you 
have a medium or big hit. Estelle Axton had to mortgage her house 
twice to keep Stax going. If “Gee Whiz” and “Last Night” hadn’t hit, 
Stax likely would have petered out right at the beginning. 

It has been said before, but I’d like to mention it again here: Stax 
was one of the first record companies to embrace racial 
integration. I remember when I was 12 or 13 years old, my dad— 
who was a fan of music—told me that Booker T and the MG’s 
was one of the first groups to have both white and black members 
in it. I was too young to contextualize the importance of this then. 
My dad had been in the South in 1968; he spent a few days in 
Fort Polk, Louisiana on his way to Vietnam. He described it as 


shocking. He had never experienced such open segregation. This 
was 14 years after the Brown vs. Topeka Board of Education 
(1954) decision, which federally called for the end of state- 
sponsored segregation. I feel it’s worth reiterating this aspect of 
Stax. 

It’s impossible to conceive what Stax did in terms of integration 
unless you’ve spent time in the South. Stax was in the heart of the 
Mid-South. When Stax began, Memphis was as racially segregated 
and polarized as a city could get. The city was 50 percent white and 
50 percent black. But nothing was integrated except Stax. I call Stax 
an oasis of racial sanity in an otherwise insane world. A lot of the 
people who worked at Stax commented on how going to work was 
like going to church. You stepped into the Stax building and the 
world was somehow different. Black and white people were working 
together and becoming friends at Stax in a way that was totally 
organic. Stax was the organic manifestation of Dr. Martin Luther 
King’s dream, where black and white people came together through a 
common purpose. Working together toward a common goal—making 
music—black and white people realized that their differences were a 
matter of culture and not a matter of species. The latter thought lead 
to the racist attitudes that have dominated American social thought, 
especially in the South, for so long up until that point. You also have 
to remember that Dr. King was assassinated in Memphis in 1968. As 
late as 1971, the Memphis City Council decided to close public 
swimming pools rather than let black and white kids swim together. 
There was a federal order that banned segregated public facilities by 
that point. So in that 110 degree heat in summer black and white kids 
couldn’t swim together. That’s the racist insanity that Stax existed in. 
The label was color blind. The house band was integrated; the office 
staff was integrated and by 1968, the ownership of the company was 
integrated. Supposing the music Stax produced was terrible, it would 
still be an interesting and fascinating sociological story. Of course, 
the music Stax produced changed the world of music around the 
world. It’s an interesting and tremendous story in terms of 
musicology, sociology and black business. 

I’d like to ask you about another MG, Al Jackson Jr. He was an 
incredible drummer who I feel doesn’t get his due, largely 
because he died so long ago. I really appreciate how Duck Dunn 
praises Al in interviews. Other musicians do too. I think it was 
guitarist Bobby Manuel in Soulsville U.S.A. who stated that he 
had learned more about music from Al Jackson in a year than he 
had in all previous or subsequent years. Al Jackson had 
impeccable timing. He really locked with Dunn; they both 
complemented each other so well. Can you talk about Al and his 
role at Stax? 

Al Jackson was an extraordinary drummer. Not only does Dunn 
almost always mention him in interviews, Steve Cropper does as 
well. Both of them state they were lucky to play with the greatest 
drummer of the last 50 years. Al’s playing was metronomic, meaning 
he could keep nearly perfect time. Great drummers keep good time 
but people are only human. Al nearly transcended the human aspect 
of just how good someone’s timing could be. The other thing about 
Al was his ability to understand how a piece of music should be 
arranged and what its groove should be. If you listen to a lot of Stax 
records—take the big hits “Knock on Wood” and “Soul Man”—none 
of them are fast. When bands cover them live they always rush them. 
They’re always up tempo. Not when Al played them. Al kept that 
pocket at mid tempo. Another secret to his drumming—that was 
characteristic of Stax as opposed to Motown and other soul labels at 
the time—was where that pocket sat. That was entirely determined by 
Al. Live, they played a little quicker. Al would read the audience to 
determine what would work. 

Al was a bit older than the rest of the MG’s. His dad had lead a big 
band in Memphis. He was a much respected musician. Jackson was 
also a good producer. He co-produced Shirley Brown’s “Woman to 





Woman”, which was Stax’s last big hit. He co-produced some of the 
great Soul Children records. He also was a good songwriter. He co- 
wrote a lot of Al Green’s hits at Hi Records. It’s kind of interesting 
how if you listen to his playing on the Hi Records albums, his sense 
of time keeping is completely different from his time keeping on the 
Stax records. He has a sense of the high groove as well as the Stax 
groove. He created both of them in many ways. 

The delayed Stax backbeat that Jackson and Cropper came up with is 
incredibly difficult to play. And they nailed it. They started that in 
May 1965 with Wilson Pickett on the “In the Midnight Hour” session 
and would employ it for the next four years. It was integral to the 
Stax sound and differentiated the company’s sound from other soul 
labels. 

That’s a great point about the tempos. A lot of those tunes are 
around the 100 beats-per-minute mark. “Knock on Wood” just 
seems so powerful and that comes from the mid tempo and the 
driving eighth notes that Dunn plays. The MG’s wisely didn’t 
rush the music. 

Yeah. And another secret to Al’s playing is that he uses virtually no 
cymbals on the recordings. Live, he’d use them a lot more. But in the 
studio he wouldn’t use them much. There was an aesthetic with the 
MG’s of less is more. Cymbals take up the whole top end of the 
sound register with that shimmer sound that they have. Al wasn’t 
going to take that space up. Part of the magic of the Stax grooves was 
their openness. And that’s largely attributable to not using those 
cymbals. Al had a very unique approach to drumming. 

Some cataclysmic events hit Stax in late °67 and ’68. Otis Redding 
died. Martin Luther King was assassinated in Memphis and 
Atlantic informed Stax that they owned their back catalogue. 
Had Atlantic left Stax keep what was rightfully theirs, do you 
think this would have prevented them from going under—even 
with their problems with Union Planters and CBS? 

That’s a difficult question. One thing that you’re maybe not taking 
into consideration is that Atlantic controlled those masters but they 
still had to pay Stax royalties on them. So even after May 1968 when 
Atlantic informed Stax that they did not own or control their back 
catalogue, they still got paid by Atlantic for them. 

I had no idea. For many years I thought that through a very 
heinous contract Atlantic was able to snatch up Stax’s whole 
catalogue for nothing. 

Stax just lost control of their catalogue. They were still getting paid 
royalties for them though. Stax had to sue Atlantic for a proper 
accounting at one point, but that is a pretty standard practice in the 
record industry. Theoretically, it wouldn’t have made much 
difference in terms of the end of the company. 

In Robert Gordon’s recent documentary (2007's Respect 
Yourself: The Stax Record Story), Booker T. Jones states that Stax 
was creating great music before Al Bell arrived, but that they 
weren’t a full-on legitimate company until Bell’s charisma, 
marketing skills and knowledge of the music industry were put to 
use by the label. What did Al Bell bring to Stax? 

Al Bell came to the label in the summer of 1965. Up until that point, 
Stax had been a successful label but on a mom-and-pop level. A lot of 
big hits had come out of the company before Al arrived—“Green 
Onions,” “These Arms.of Mine,” “You Don’t Miss Your Water.” Oris 
Blue had come out before Al showed up. They did have a lot of hits 
but they were regional, largely in the South and Midwest. Stax didn’t 
have much presence on the East or West Coast. Their records weren’t 
crossing over to the white pop audiences as they might have had 
someone been working to break them in. A typical single would be at 
number 4 on the R&B charts while only reaching number 25 on the 
pop charts. Stax’s records weren’t crossing over like Motown’s were. 
Al Bell brought a vision and energy to the company that was 
remarkable. Booker T. Jones described Al Bell as the Otis Redding of 
the front office in an interview with me. Al had that kind of charisma 





where he’d walk into a room and it would light up. He would make 
people believe they could do things that they weren’t sure they can 
do. Consequently things would happen. Al had tireless energy. He 
had also been a DJ so he was connected with many of the important 
black dise jockeys in the United States. He would phone those DJs 
morning, noon and night. He’d get them to play Stax records. 

Al Bell was also something of a visionary. It was his idea to let Isaac 
Hayes record as an artist. Look at what that did. It was his idea to take 
the Staples Singers and move them from gospel to the world of soul. 
Look at what that did, especially when Al started producing them— 
records like “Respect Yourself” and “I°ll Take You There.” Al Bell 
was talking in Pan African terms before anybody was using those 
words. He was speaking about linking up black music in the United 
States made at Stax with black music being made in Africa, South 
America and the Caribbean. Al went to Mallorca, Spain in 1970 and 
saw VCRs at a trade show by Philips. This was nine years before they 
hit the market in the States. Al realized that home videos and cable 
television were coming, so he decided to make music videos to meet 
the upcoming demand. Al was making videos in 1971 for television 
of the Staples Singers. He was way ahead of the curve. Al Bell had 
the idea of staging the Wattstax concert on August 20, 1972 in Los 
Angeles. That was partially a community initiative, tying to the Watts 
Rebellion of 1965; it was implemented to bring money into the 
community. It was also implemented to help establish the presence of 
Stax on the West Coast. Al Bell was hoping that would translate to 
radio presence and record sales there. It was an unbelievable 
marketing event in some ways. It also turned into an incredible 
feature film. There were 100,000 people at the Los Angeles Coliseum 
without one cop in the building. And the security that was there— 
which was all black—did not have guns. There were no problems. 
That is unbelievable. Outside of civil rights marches, that was the first 
time 100,000 African Americans had gathered together publicly in 
the United States. Al Bell had an unbelievable vision. Under him, 
Stax grew from a company with a handful of employees to over 200 
by 1973. 

In some ways, people like to blame the demise of Stax on Al Bell; 
that he over expanded the company. He might have been a little 
reckless in that way. But he didn’t drive the company under. If Union 
Planters and CBS didn’t have their own agendas, let alone the U.S. 
Government, Stax would have survived any small-scale business 
mistakes Al Bell made. So many of Bell’s business ventures made 
Stax unbelievable amounts of money. 

Wattstax is an incredible documentary. Not only is the concert 
enjoyable, it gives an interesting glimpse into inner-city Los 
Angeles in 1972. 

The film is an incredible documentary on black America at that time. 
Nevertheless, there’s this dichotomy in Soulsville U.S.A that 
occurs between the release of Isaac Hayes’ Hot Buttered Soul 
(1969) and Wattstax (1972), a period where the label was making 
large sums of money. Stax was first and foremost a business 
entity. Nevertheless, Stax had demonstrated a genuine 
commitment to the black community. So while there’s a sense of 
black empowerment within the company, there’s also this uneasy 
feeling—at least that I felt—that comes with some of the 
conspicuous consumption. For instance Isaac Hayes’ gold-plated 
Cadillac and over-the-top contract. It seems that a good deal of 
spending not associated with the process of making records and 
going into other Stax projects was prevalent throughout the early 
‘70s. Jim Stewart makes reference to this in your book as being a 
contributing factor to Stax’s demise. 

Jim certainly felt that way. Jim is a simple guy. I don’t mean that in a 
bad way. Jim is very smart. He just didn’t need that flash. I think he’s 
right. Some money got wasted. Al Bell might have justified that by 
saying, “Hey, if you want to play in the big pools with the big boys, 
they need to see that you have some presence. That’s part of what 
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being successful in America is.” Al Bell and Jim Stewart had 
different philosophies and different ways of doing things. I can see 
the logic of both sides. Nevertheless, no one criticized Al Bell when 
Stax was making big money. They kept making more and more 
money under Al until 1973. The criticism only happens when things 
cave in. CBS Records fired Clive Davis. His successors at CBS didn’t 
like the deal he made with Stax because Stax was making more 
money that any other independent record label had made previously 
in a similar contract. That was thanks to Al Bell that Stax got such a 
favorable deal. 

Union Planters was a bank that was way out of control. They had 
gone far beyond their legal loan limit and they were almost forced 
into bankruptcy. Stax was its biggest creditor. So Union Planters goes 
after Stax and tries to force the label out of business to collect on a 
bond. Union Planters did this to save their own ass. Al didn’t cause 
either one of those events to occur. | don’t think Al’s flamboyance 
with spending was a huge issue. I should also point out that Al and 
Jim’s salaries remained the same throughout this period at $100,000 
per year. They could have paid themselves a whole lot more. Al 
might have been about spending money for the label, but he wasn’t 
about taking money for himself. 

Your emphasis in Soulsville U.S.A. is rightfully on the label’s soul 
and funk output. Nevertheless you mention the label’s interests in 
other genres. Stax distributed two of the greatest rock records of 
the early ‘70s, Big Star’s #] Record and Radio City (both released 
on John Fry’s Ardent Records). I know these records had 
horrible distribution. Memphians couldn’t even buy a Big Star 
record in the band’s home city. Were these records part of the 
stock that CBS had held in their warehouse from Stax? 

Those Big Star albums are great. Yes; the Big Star records were just 
warehoused by CBS. They were around later as deletes. They were 
fairly easy to find later on. 

Without going into too much detail concerning the end of Stax, I 


, was struck by how paternalistic CBS was towards Al Bell and 


Stax. They were incredibly arrogant and racist in the manner in 
which they dealt with this black man and label from Memphis. 

Not just racial. There’s also regional overtones. To New Yorkers, 
Memphians are inferior—both white and black. They’re country 
bumpkins. Memphians are not “sophisticated” like New Yorkers. 
That was part of the big problem of the CBS and Stax interface. 
There was an incredible amount of arrogance that the other CBS 
executives had. Once Clive Davis was gone—the guy who put 
together the CBS and Stax deal—the CBS guys didn’t want to hear 
Stax people telling them how to do their job. As far as they’re 


concerned, Stax was just a bunch of guys from the hicks. It wasn’t 
just race. There was also a regional dimension to it. 

Is it possible for you to come up with a list of your top 10 LPs and 
45s released by Stax? 

I could give you a list now. The only problem is it would change 
tomorrow. There are so many good ones. Otis Redding’s version of 
“Try a Little Tenderness” is probably my favorite Stax record. 
Funnily enough, it’s Jim Stewart’s favorite record as well. We both 
felt that way before we met each other. Sam and Dave’s “May I 
Baby” is my favorite record by them. Booker T and the MG’s “Time 
is Tight” is my favorite MG’s song, although everything they did was 
great. My second favorite MG’s track would be either “Melting Pot” 
or “Hang “Em High.” Johnny Taylor’s “I Believe In You” is an 
amazing record. Ruby Johnson’s “I’ll Run Your Hurt Away” and 
Mable John’s “Don’t Hit Me No More” are two _ incredible 
records....1 could really go on and on. Stax put out so much 
incredible stuff. The label covered a lot of territory. “Holy Ghost” by 
the Bar-Keys—one of the last records Stax ever released—just hit 
me. 

Can you discuss what happened to Memphis and some of the key 
players at Stax after the label went down? 

Memphis for years and years after Stax was a pretty desolate place. 
It'd be an exaggeration to say that was caused by the demise of Stax, 
but certainly the music industry in Memphis has never recovered. In 
terms of the individuals, Jim Stewart doesn’t make a penny off of 
Stax Records which is criminal. He produced all of those Otis 
Redding and Sam and Dave records. But because he owned the label 
back in the ‘60s, he never drew up a formal contract with himself as a 
producer. So Concord Records, who now owns Stax having bought it 
from Fantasy Records who initially picked Stax up at the bankruptcy 
sale, doesn’t feel the need to pay Jim Stewart a penny. Concord 
knows Jim Stewart produced those records. The records acknowledge 
Jim Stewart as the producer of those records. But because there’s no 
formal contract stipulating payment, Concord does not pay Jim. Jim 
Stewart just turned 80. He’s still trying to make a living, doing 
maintenance on homes. That’s disgusting. Al Bell has been doing 
well recently. After Stax, he later became the president of Motown 
Records. He just received a Grammy lifetime achievement award this 
year. Jim Stewart is in the Rock ‘n’ Roll Hall of Fame. Al Bell and 
Estelle Axton aren’t in the Rock ‘n’ Roll Hall of Fame but they 
should be. Isaac Hayes, the Staple Singers, Sam and Dave, Booker T 
and the MG’s and Otis Redding are the Stax artists in the Hall of 
Fame. So there has been some recognition given there. Steve Cropper 
is playing all of the time. Booker T. Jones is as well. He just put out a 
solo record called Potato Hole, Booker T. and the MG’s still play 
about ten dates a year and they’re still amazing. Mavis Staples made 
the best solo record of her life a couple years back called We'll Never 
Turn Back on Anti-Records. It’s a stunning CD of civil rights songs 
produced by Ry Cooder. She’s touring constantly and is unbelievable. 
So Stax is still alive. 

The Stax building was torn down about 23 years ago... 

It was torn down in 1988. We started rebuilding it in 2001. It was 
turned into a museum in 2003. Stax should have been a National 
Historic Site. It should have been on the U.S. Registry of building 
that cannot be torn down and are recognized for their historic value. 
But of course being a black enterprise in Memphis, that’s not how the 
powers that be there thought. For many years, the white establishment 
tried to pretend that Stax did not exist. And the fact that the label 
went bankrupt, supposedly amidst corruption, for them symbolized 
what happens when you let black people get power and take over big 
companies. Of course, there wasn’t the corruption they suggested. 
That’s just the propaganda and bullshit used by Union Planters Bank. 
But nonetheless, the way the establishment reacted in Memphis was 
extremely racist. They were not interested in preserving the heritage 
of Stax Records. It wasn’t seen as something worthy of preservation. 








When I first moved to Memphis in August 1983, I was stunned by 
how many white people in Memphis were clueless to Stax and what it 
meant to the Memphis community. That’s changed now. Al Bell is a 
member of the board of directors at the Memphis Music Foundation. 
Stax has a museum in Memphis. It’s promoted actively by the tourist 
board. Most Memphians have some sense that, “Yeah, Sun Records 
and Elvis were part of our community. So was Stax Records.” 

A good part of your life has been dedicated to documenting Stax 
Records, but you’ve covered a lot of other music outside of the 
label. Would you mind discussing your outside interests and what 
you’re currently working on? 

A lot of my life has been wrapped up in Stax. That’s true. I’ve done 
75 CD reissues and wrote Soulsville U.S.A. 1 consulted on the 
American documentary (Respect Yourself: The Stax Record Story). | 
helped with the construction of the Stax Museum. I’ve done a lot of 
other work too. I’ve done work with Funkadelic and rock artists like 
Lou Reed. (Bowman wrote the extensive liner notes to Reed’s 1992 
box set, Between Thought and Expression). lve worked on projects 
with Robbie Robertson of The Band. Lately, I’ve been working on a 
DVD series covering the British Invasion. We just finished films of 
the Hollies and the Pretty Things. Hopefully those will come out 
early or mid 2011. I also just finished writing some stuff on Tom 
Waits for his introduction to the Rock ‘n’ Roll Hall of Fame. I take 
part in the Rock ‘n’ Roll Hall of Fame program every year. I’m active 
full time as a professor of music and as a musicologist. Obviously, 
Stax is a big part of my life, but my music interests are vast. They 
neither begin nor end with Ste 
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A TEA WITH HELENA 


by Jean-Emmanuel Deluxe/photo (c): Pierre René Worms 





Interviewing Helena Noguerra is always a pleasure. We know we are going to 
meet a radiant, charming presence and gratified with rare, lucid and sensible 
comments. Dabbling in everything, Miss Noguerra is certainly not a dilettante, as 
she discusses her numerous lives and introduces us to the dark side of 
entertainment. Helena wrote two great novels, L'ennemi est @ I'intérieur & Et je 
me suis mise d table. She recorded several albums from Bossa Nova, (Azul on 
Tricatel) to French chanson, (Fraise Vanille, with songs made famous by the 
iconic Jeanne Moreau). As an actress she shined on stage and in numerous films, 
The Heartbreaker (l'arnacoeur) alongside Vanessa Paradis being the latest 
screened in the U.S.A. If you want to give Helena’s voice a try check the latest 
Nouvelle Vague opus, Couleurs sur Paris, where her cover of the French new 
wave anthem “L'aventurier" outshines the rest of this already awesome project. 
Still underused by the cinema medium, we sincerely wish her major roles in future 
productions by Tim Burton, Michel Gondry or David Lynch. She deserves it. 
Jean-Emmanuel Deluxe: What are your current activities? 

Helena Noguerra: Next hour, I am to sing "L'aventurier" from Indochine, for 
Nouvelle Vague. 

JED: With some other retakes from the 80s? 

Yes, retakes from the French 80s... There will be some new versions of Lio, 
Daho, Meideiros and Taxi Girl... 

Hit songs mostly? 

Yes, and interpreted by renowned French artists, like Olivia Ruiz 

Artists widening the circle of their friends? 

Sort of. They leave behind their former concepts. 

Who will be there with you? 

I heard Julien Doré will be there, among other young artists.. 

After recording this album, will there be a tour? 

We toured together in America, Brazil and some parts of Europe. They've been on 
the road for five years, with no interruption. So, they have a lot of singers at 
disposal. Nobody can live that life for five years! 

You certainly want to try other things. 

Right. After a while, you want to develop your own projects... Apart from that, I 
had a part in a TV film produced by TF1, with Vincent Elbaz, Bernadette Lafont 
and Claude Brasseur. It is called "en bas de |'échelle" ("At the bottom grade of the 
ladder"). It's a romantic comedy dealing with social issues, conflicts between 
employers and workers. A girl falls in love with her boss’ son. 

You have the role of that worker? 

Yes, a girl named Mariette. Next summer, I'm gi 











g to have a part in a film called 





"L'éléve Ducobu", adapting a Belgian comics about a young dunce. I will be Mrs. 
Cratin, the mother of young Léonie. This comedy will also star Bruno Podalydé: 
Then, there will be other projects for next year... It all came from "L'arnacceur". 
Your career as an actress takes most of your time, doesn't it? 

Yes, it does!! 

Is it a personal choice? 

"L'arnaceeur" came out in March and they sold 3.5 million tickets. | became popular an: 
people realized 1 could be funny. There are lots of propositions around and I admit 
enjoy investing myself into doing that. Acting is like vacations to me, even if I still hav 
my album, yet to be finished. 

Has the recording started? 

Not yet. I'm still looking for a producer. I must have one. I have no music publishin; 
company, no manager anymore. I changed them. This year has been a transition perio: 
for me. Universal Jazz, my former publisher, merged with Universal Classic. The: 
dismissed my boss, Daniel Richard, and I left with him. | thought my career as a singe 
was over, because that man was giving me so much freedom and our collaboration wa 
great. Now, acting is time consuming and I haven't really had the time to find a nev 
label yet. So far, 1 have approached two, but their policy is always the same, boring 
formal, timorous. | realize that medium is completely shattered. 

Is that because the medium is really scared? (laughs) 

They are frightened, they don't know what to do. They keep telling you: "OK, you mak 
wonderful albums, we know that you're a classy singer, but now, you must sell." | tel 
them: "Yes, but when you were all collapsing, my albums were selling steadily." There! 
a term for it in the world of Stock Exchange, when you've got steady values in th 
middle of general bankruptcy. In a normal time, | would be progressing. I remaine: 
constant when everything was crashing down. So today, I'm gilt-edged security! I hav 
loved it so far. I've met people. So, I'm taking my time. I want to do a fine album... 
Will the album have a special tone? 

That's the first time I've composed that much. Not every song. The ones | wrote ar 
ballads, dealing with melancholy and love, the way I love them. I had artists writing th 
stronger ones. With Nouvelle Vague, | discovered | also enjoyed singing punk roc’ 
stuff. | have fun with them on stage. There will be songs by Fédérico Pellegrini, 
already collaborated with the French Cowboys and a terrific band I discovered i) 
Toulouse. They're called Minuscule Hey. The songs are really pop and powerful, wit! 
some tiny minimalistic sounds. My songs are ready for the album, but the musi 
publishing company and the producer are still missing. So I'm cautious... 

You may find them outside France, now that you work for the American movi 
companies? 

I'd love to! Yes, I've got some contacts with EMI England and US. I've got some card 
in my wallet. 

Returning to France from another country could be a way out for you... 

Yes, from the States or England, because I have English songs, some Italian as well. 
also have Portuguese songs, but I'll certainly drop them as I have done that before... 
You don't like to repeat yourself, do you ? 

I'm just like you! I love trying my hand at new things, restarting all over again. 

What's your opinion on the musical production of today, both mainstream am 
independent ? Do you follow what comes out? Do you still read some magazines? 
Yes, with my subscription to The Inrockuptibles.. 

What interests you in it? The new stuff they cover or only what you like? 

Both... Even if | still have that subscription to The /nrocks, | am often complaining 
telling to myself: "Hey!... They discover a new genius every week, so they should hay 
that "fantaaaastic" gal from time to time!". 
And when you listen to the musics, you're not always convinced? 

Well, no... Sometimes, it's: "Hey! Yes, OK... She's cute, but why all that fuss?". 
Sometimes, I'm rather disturbed. They give a cover and an excellent 10-page 
article to Lady Gaga, someone I really like by the way, just to demolish her two 
weeks later, because her video clip looks too much like Madonna's, and that it is 
like this and not like that... They lack a serious editorial policy and it ruins their 
work. You can't write that someone is fantastic one day and that she's ridiculous 
two weeks later. You won't go with it. You're no longer reliable. So, I'm visiting 
websites like Itunes, first the home page, then the "independent Rock" section. 
There are lots of very nice things around, on the verge of becoming mainstream. 
People like Diine or Coco Rosie, who are draining more and more attention. 
Actually, I've kept a nasty habit from my teenage years: one band tends to disturb 
me when it becomes too popular. 

And when everybody takes it as his own? 

Right. For example, I used to love Cocoon when I discovered them on MySpace. 
They used to send me their dummies at the beginning. An then, they eventually 
had their article in The /nrocks, and now they are in the commercials! And it's 
like Laura Fabian (laugh). Well, OK, it's really stupid of me. I am glad these 
songs became popular. It is just this sort of determinism, Devendra Benhart- 
like... It is not to my taste. That's all... 

Sometimes, there's a distractive aspect in these new songs. They remind me 
of older music. It's probably normal when you're becoming older... 

Yes, that's it (Jaugh)... And we buy less and less. 

We buy less... With our musical culture increasing with the passing years, 
we can't have that sort of excitement anymore. We can't say something is 
brilliant every time. 
































Absolutely. Sometimes, | listen to something and tell to myself: "Hey! It looks 
like Nick Drake". "Yes, but I already have Nick Drake's albums, no need to buy 
another one". And that's the same for Coco Rosie. I've liked it since the 
beginning, but when you've got some new stuff tinkered like that coming out, I'm 
thinking: "Well... No... I've already got the original one and it's much better”. 
Consequently, it diminishes the range of my discoveries today, as | am more 
difficult to seduce. Just as I am in a love affair! We become less excited, we are 
more difficult to convince, because we know the pitfalls, we know better... 
That's the experience of life, but it is not always negative, is it? 

You're right. I think I'm improving with the passing years. But it's sad at the 
same time, because there's a loss of innocence. | do less mistakes, I am free, but 
less innocent. I think I preferred that painful innocence as I remember it, to that 
calm freedom of today, I discovered I didn't need the approval of an audience to 
go my own way. I don't necessarily need a man in my life too. At the same time, 
T used to love this, when I was younger. The very idea was promising; it could 
turn my life into something wonderful and more simple. When I finally realized 
it was not the case, that I'd live a better life alone, without anyone to "save" me, I 
came to the conclusion that I preferred my former dreams... 

But at the same time, if you give too much credit to the other people's 
opinion, when there's a clash or when a relationship stops, it's terrible... 

Yes, terrible! And that's my ambiguity. As far as my album is concerned, there's 
no urge anymore. I mean, I know the system, I've experienced that sort of things. 
T'm less innocent. I realized music goes with some special functioning, some 
special behaviors associating business to your image. 

Yeah! You know the rules... 

1 know how it works and I'm not innocent anymore. Before going on stage, I'm 
always inquisitive. I know I'll be successful if I'm dressed a particular way. What 
I really enjoy with Nouvelle Vague are these famous hit songs performed by 
beautiful girls. You must be dressed that way. Well, I'm happily doing it. When I 
meet some teenage bands, even if they play their rock in a very unoriginal way, 
they still have that innocence and that desire to go on stage, that I don't 
particularly have anymore. I'm on stage for "the show." I'm a professional. 
Sometimes, I don't feel like going on stage, because I've been doing that show 
several times a month and I'm tired, and I know it like the back of my hand. 
Anyway, I go. When the first song is over, it's OK. That's why I'm saying there's 
something sad when you get older, sentimentally or professionally speaking. 
Like winning and losing at the same time? 

Exactly. You both win and lose... I can sing, | can move better now. I'm less 
frightened and, at the same time, I've lost some of my innocence. Sometimes, it 
comes back, but naturally | know better. 

Are you still writing? 

I wrote a play and I've been having very good responses so far. They're currently 
establishing the programs for next year and I've got my chance. That's a musical, 
a sort of absurd mix between "L'enfant Copi" and Karen Cheryl, the collision of 
two different universes, I love writing... That's just a question of time... same 
thing for you, I suppose. 

Do you want to leave a trace? 

No. At my age, you realize it doesn’t work like that. You know Paul Newman? 
He died two years ago. My son doesn’t know who he was. I recently read Sarah 
Bernhardt’s biography and it mentions great actors who are totally forgotten by 
now. Only a few people will make it and be remembered, like Gainsbourg...but 
it’s still very close to us. People keep turning over. And kids don’t know who 
Billy Wilder was anymore. It goes very fast. Notoriety and the feeling of a time 
are getting mixed. We are the end-result of that. But, apart from Mozart, few 
people will survive. Anyway, I’m not excited by that, What I’m excited about is 
to live a maximum of lives before my burial. I really don’t like the idea that I 
will die. I panic if I try to think of it. I'm not kind-hearted enough not to be 
frightened by my death, contrary to that of other people. 

Death makes us do things we wouldn’t, if we were immortal. 

Certainly. It surely boosts us, you and I... As you said, an empty day is a lost 
day, a spoiled day. We can’t go back. I would love to live several lives... 

Are you an atheist? 

Yes, there’s an end to it. 

Well, I'm an agnostic. It leaves doubt somewhere. 

Well! Actually, I'm just like you. It leaves a way out. Sometimes, I pray or I 
invoke some powers... 

Once dead, the ego may dissolve in the great void... 

I'm for it. I think my pain is universal. When I'm sad, instead of feeling sorry for 
myself, I think everybody feels the same. Everybody cradles his kids. Everybody 
cries with love or screams because somebody died. I give my pain to the 
universe, I get rid of it. That's why I can speak about "I", because "I" is someone 
else (laughs). 


feminism. They say: "yes, we came under that yoke, these beauty standards. We 
were told sexy girls should have a certain age and a special figure". And they don't 
respect these standards, but they still want to express their talents in a glamorous 
way, to claim their femininity and to regain their power of seduction. There are 
also people like Diam's, Pink or some unformatted Rock icons and that's a relief! 
Sometimes, the establishment gives the occasional Oscar to a large American 
actress. The American standards usually impose small sizes and that dictatorship 
increases with esthetic surgery. It's terrible... I used to have my subscription to 
Elle magazine, but I've stopped. Naively, I used to enjoy it up until I started to 
think. These magazines are supposed to support feminism. Frangois Giroud was in 
charge. But, every week, you can read in their pages how to lose weight to 
become beautiful again, how to look younger, what sort of surgical operations you 
must endure. I told to myself: "it can't be true! It's totally irrelevant!” Nobody 
notices anymore. The women writing in Elle are supposed to be committed 
feminists, but a few pages after you have that article on "How to keep you man 
with a strip-tease” or "how to look younger and prettier". This pressure is reaching 
men as well. I read an essay about it. It was not science fiction. It's really close. 
That sort of society would euthanize old people, because they cost too much and 
serve no purpose. In that book, old people had a one hundred year life expectancy, 
but at 95 their cases were submitted to a commission that decided whether if they 
were euthanized or not. The Nobel Prizes were kept, in case they would have new 
ideas. But old workers were disposed of... 

One has the impression the models from the '80s-'90s wouldn’t be accepted 
by today’s standards. 

Yes... Our generation was larger. McPherson, Cindy Crawford and Co. Beautiful 
girls with stronger bones. We were healthy, with an athletic complexion. The girls 
today are so skinny, they look like skeletons. When I was parading last year, the 
fashion designer kept saying, “I picked up Helena to demonstrate large girls are 
OK .” So now, I'm considered large!(/augh) Some of my friends are calling me 
“ spaghetti”. They would be complaining: “ So, you think we're obese ?” My 
friends are bulkier than I am and they joke about that with me. 

Remember Toscani’s campaign with Isabelle Caro, dealing with anorexia ? 
Yes, it was very strong. We must fight for it today. Again, the feminine magazines 
are not doing us any good. Once in a while, they’re doing a special “ large size ” 
issue to have a clear conscience. And the week after, they keep on insisting that 
our buttocks should be that way. 

So, it's happening for men as well? 

Yes, with their stomach muscles, their pectoral muscles, their teeth. Anyway, I 
consider it as a sort of libertarian freedom to have the possibility to change your 
features, I like this idea - at least for a show -, not to respect what God or Nature 
provided you with. It's also promising to have the means to reinvent yourself 
before your burial. But I would accept it in an artistic way only, Why not 
becoming Pamela Anderson, if 1 want to, if it pleases me in the decade to come? 
But it shouldn't the fear of being alone when you're getting old that causes it. My 
purpose is not to give a moral judgment on the body or on the idea of getting old 
in dignity, we all know it's a pain in the ass to get old, it's simply a protest against 
these diktats, especially if they originate from the fear of being left alone. Our 
greatest fear is to be left out by society, to be deprived of friends and lovers, to be 
rejected. We panic to the very idea. Our society has organized itself against it, 
without consciously realizing it. 

Is politics interesting you? 

I'm not a specialist, but yes... I keep an eye on it. And I regret | have no solution 
to propose... except that one: our leaders should be philosophers and not people 
coming from business schools. People like Alain Baudiou and Finkelkraut, 
President and Prime Minister, as Mitterrand and Chirac in their days. Wouldn't it 
be better if we chose our leaders differently? Our world is in a crazy race, with 
nobody able to slow it down. In the 60th anniversary issue of Télérama, there was 
an article about this acceleration with our new means of communication, With one 
click, you become a millionaire. You can instantly sell or buy something which 
takes long to manufacture in the real world. To have potatoes, you must give them 
the proper time to grow. Our way of thinking is turning mad. We need 
philosophers as leaders to rethink our way to manage the world. I am horrified to 
see Indians selling their kids, so that they can work in factories. These kids, 4 
years old for some of them, are producing the bricks necessary for the cafe's 
terraces where we are seated! A balance is missing somewhere, that would be 
simple to establish. Now we have all the means, all the media, all the powers at 
our disposal. But I don't know them, I don't control them, I don't understand them. 
They're absurd to me. And, we can't help having people starving to death... 

The human factor has been removed from the equation? 

It has always been the case. Perhaps, we didn't know it before. We didn't have all 
that knowledge. We didn't know that in Africa, some people were using slaves, 
were stealing the land, were colonizing it. Now that we know everything, now that 


You started your career as a model. Did you feel pressure and formatting thereYerything is interconnected, now that our leaders meet each other at UNO, can't 


Was that difficult to stand? 

Yes, that's terrible, even horrible. Fortunately, there is also an opposite power. For 
example, the girls from the New Burlesque trend, who I’m currently directing a 
documentary about for France 3. These girls are feminists. It's funny because 
previous feminists completely refused to be sexual objects. Now, that's neo 


they save the world? I can't understand it. My political view must be very naive, 
very utopian. 

But aren't innocence and utopia what makes the world less unbearable? 
Fassbinder said “Having no utopia is an utopia"! 

Thanks to Véronique Legrand for precious help & Jean Depelley for translation. 








PRUNE GONE TO SOON 


Electric Prunes frontman James Lowe remembers Mark Tulin 
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A few days before Mark's death he came over to my place and we had one of our sit 
ard. I hadn't seen him for 3 months and we talked about 





down meetings in the bac 
finishing a new recording and making plans to play some live dates. I asked Mark, “Do 
asked him 





you really want to do this anymore? I mean, do you feel healthy enough?’ I 
this because I was thinking maybe | didn't feel like I could take the pounding. He said, 
"Are you kidding, of course, the only time I feel alive is when we play on stage." 

I met Mark when he was 16. He and Ken Williams and I formed a 


A passerby heard us in the garage rehearsing, came in and 








arage band and we 
got incredibly lucky 
listened to us for awhile and said, “I know an engineer who is recording the Rolling 
Stones and he is looking for a group to sign"... we didn't believe her, either. The next 
thing you know we have a record contract and we are on the charts...like something 


out of a movie! In the garage one day, on Smothers Brothers the next. Mark was only 





8 
17! We rode the music roller coaster for 3 years together as The Electric Prunes. When 
you're young you think this kind of thing keeps on happening 

The group broke up in 1968. To say Mark and I had some differences would be an 
understatement. Because I quit the band he blamed me for the collapse. | went into 
studio recording, engineering and producing records after that. | would use Mark as a 
bass player on projects from time to time but there was always something between us 
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that kept us from really healing the wounds and we drifted apart 

In 1996 I got a call from a producer at Warner Bros. who wanted to know if I would be 
interested in remixing our old stuff from the 60s? “WHY?” was my response. He said 
there was a lot of interest in that time period and they were thinking of re-releasing the 
material. It sounded crazy to me but everything about the band had been crazy so...1 
called Mark and asked him if he wanted to go in the studio and help me mix this stuff 
from 30 YEARS AGO! We went in the studio and the old music came up on the 
speakers and lo and behold it didn't sound too bad! This hindsight perspective let us 
really hear it with new ears, These were our Lost Dreams — rendered, but lost. Getting 
back together for that mixing session we discovered we'd still like to write a few more 
songs together and I had a recording studio at my house. Who gets a second chance to 
play the Masters? Who gets to step up on stage again after 30 years? WE DID!!! It was 
almost like before, we were putting out CDs, touring the US and Europe and still 
getting screwed out of the money. Nothing changed except a few faces in the line up. 
All of that was 15 years and 3 albums ago and the legacy of our band was upheld. It 
had been said we didn't play live, and we went out and proved we could. We made our 
own records and played what we wanted at each gig. We did not want to be an oldies 
band, You can't go home again, the saying goes; but Mark got to come back to what he 
loved: Music. Mark was about music, and donating his time, and helping his friends. 
He was the ultimate multi-tasker, always vertical, rarely sat down, never ate anything 
"on my way" if you called him from the airport at midnight. 














when we went out, 
Mark would show up at my daughter's graduations. He was solid rock with a sand 
paper wit. By reforming the band all the old wounds healed between us as we realized 
we were like brothers and we were sort of stuck with each other whether we liked it of 
not. | know Mark felt this musical re-experience with the band redirected his life back 
to music, 

1 know reforming the band 15 years ago gave him a new lease on life and re-instilled 
his boyhood passion. Musicians getting a chance to work with him respected him for 


the fine sensitive player he was. We talked many times of how lucky we were to be 





doing this again and how fortunate we were to have guys in the band that had faith that 
it might work. When I think of Mark I think of faith and hope. He always believed 
there was something better just over the hill if you could only dream it 


Rest well, Mark. 


fans of old-school, 
underground punk will 
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Swear Jar is doing. 
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have a spastic, wild- 
eyed energy, (akin, in 
approach, to the hectic, 
unpredictable roads the 
Minutemen and Crucifucks 
paved decades ago) tracks 
like "Lonely" possess the 
murky, sludgy grind of 
later Black Flag, while 
the sung/shouted vocals 
on songs like "Old Shake” 
and "Narcissist Artist 
are reminiscent of peak 
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Butthole Surfers 











THE FINAL CURTAIN 
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Rock & Roll. Here he pays final respects to 
made the transition from mortal to 
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Ingrid Pitt - Pitt was, to many, the true Queen of Horror, even though she only 
made a handful of films that rightfully fall under that heading. It's true that the 
Barbara Steele appeared in many more Horror films and TV 
shows, but Ingrid Pitt knew true horror. She was born in Hell, Literally 
Depending on which version you may have read, Pitt (nee Ingoushka Petrov), 
whose mother was Jewish, was born either in a concentration camp in Nazi 


also-stunning 





occupied Poland, or on a train en route to one of the camps, in 1937. Either 
way, she lived much of her childhood at the hands of real-life monsters, only to 
be separated from her father by the time the Allies liberated the camps. Whether 
or not her Mother survived the Holocaust is uncertain, but Pitt tried, 
unsuccessfully, to relocate her father, She married an American Soldier, Laud 
Roland Pitt, Jr., whom she met in Berlin in The SOs, but the marriage didn’t last, 
and she alternated between Europe and Hollywood in search of a film career 
Her film debut was a brief, though prestigious, role in "Dr. Zhivago,” 
considered by many to be one of the finest films of the decade. From there, she 
appeared in "Where Eagles Dare" (1968), opposite Richard Burton and Clint 
Eastwood. The two male stars admitted to Ingrid that they had a bet going to see 
which of them could get her into bed, first. "Really?,” she replied, "Who won?" 
Pitt found her calling with Hammer Films in England, the studio that redefined 
Horror, and would, in time, become just as famous for challenging the morality 
of the times. Of the many intoxicatingly beautiful women that Hammer brought 
to the screen, it's generally agreed upon that she was their Queen. Her first film 
for Hammer, "The Vampire Lovers" (1970) was an early genre exercise in 
Lesbianism in the vampire cinema (though the vampire's attentions were not 








limited to women), a theme that would carry itself over into the works of 
Hammer and it's competitors. Her sexuality, on a purely visual level, is 
impossible to ignore, but her unbelievably sexy Polish/English accent has driven 
stronger men than I into a stupor. Should I tell you about the time we met? Well, 
I think it only sporting that I continue telling you about Pitt's career, first. Her 
second role with the legendary studio was that of "Countess Dracula" (1971), 
not actually a vampire story, but a variation on the legend of Countess Elizabeth 
Bathory, who believed she could stay young and beautiful by bathing in the 
blood of virgins. The difference, here, between celluloid and reality, is that the 
withered Countess actually can make herself young and beautiful, when 
supplied with enough, um, "Untried" blood. Hammer rival, Amicus, released 
"The House That Dripped Blood" (1970), an enjoyable all-star vehicle, centered 
around four short Horror stories by Robert Bloch, In a final, comic sequence, 
Ingrid appears as an actress who becomes a sexy vampire (bit of typecasting, 
there?) when she dons a magic cape. Unfortunately, co-stars Peter Cushing and 
Christopher Lee do not appear in her segment. But the best was yet to come. 
Possibly THE finest Horror film produced in the 70s, "The Wicker Man,” 
released in 1973 by Warner Bros. in The UK, and not released in the U.S. until 
it turned up, severely cut, on late night Television years later, starred 
Christopher Lee, Britt Ekland, and Ingrid, whom we could have done a bit more 
with, but she was there, and proud to have been. The story concerns a devoutly 
Christian Police Sergeant, whose investigation of a missing girl leads him to a 
small island off the coast of Scotland, where the natives all belong to a 
centuries-old Pagan tribal sect, a secret to the mainland, though the inhabitants 
are hardly closeted when met upon by an outsider. A sexy (Ingrid Pitt AND 
Britt Ekland starred -- do I need to say it?), atmospheric thriller, well stocked 
with humor and an exceptional soundtrack, it is the greatest Hammer film 
Hammer never made. By the mid-70s, the Great British Horror era was over. 
Pitt would soon resurface on Television in The UK ("Dr. Who,” "New Faces,” a 
talent program, in which she was one of the judges), and in The U.S 
("Ironsides"), and go on to form her own Theatre Touring Company, starring in 
"Dial "M" For Murder,” "Women of Straw" and "Duty Free" (aka "Don't Bother 
To Dress") among other successful productions. In 1998, Pitt did a narration 
over Cradle of Filth's " Cruelty and The Beast" album, in the guise of Countess 
Dracula, following in the footsteps of Vincent Price (with Alice Cooper and 
Michael Jackson) and Christopher Lee (with The Bollock Brothers) 
Eventually, she would return to the movies with "The Asylum" in 2000, and, in 
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2003, doing the voice of "Lady Violator" in “Dominator,” Britain's first CGI 
animated film. It was around this time that I was fortunate enough to have met 
this great lady. The Chicago Horror and Science Fiction Convention, held at the 
historic Gateway Theatre (dating back to the dawn of talking pictures), had 
everything going for it, beautiful prints of classic films (including a splendid 
"Horror of Dracula.” When Sir Christopher Fucking Lee himself came to 
Chicago, they could only produce a washed-out, stepped on, chopped-up, 16 
mm copy of the film and Lee was very visible in his hasty exit from the theatre), 
9s, renowned Painter of myriad Famous 








super special guests (Basil G 





Monsters covers, Billy Gray from "Day The Earth Stood Still" and "Father 
Knows Best,” and someone from "Blade Runner"), and vendors with some 





fordable loot. It had everything going for it, but a noticeable ad 
n, So roughly 100 people showed up, each day. In a way, that was a 


great, a 
campai, 
good thing for the fans, but not for the promoters. A pre-party was held for 
ticket holders, and, we were told the Guests of Honor MIGHT be in attendance 
1 was looking around to see if anyone resembling Ingrid had made her way into 








movie, a beautiful 





the modest, but respectable, crowd. Suddenly, just like in a 
woman in a tight black dress with a big, black hat and big, round t 
started walking my way. It hadn’t even dawned on me that this might be Ingrid, 
until I saw her mouth. It was the only part of her face I could see, but there was 
no mistaking. I tried to open MY mouth to speak, but nothing came out, I think I 
mustered out "Hello,” and maybe my name. She smiled, and said, in that voice 
of hers, that she had to go and socialize with all these people involved with the 
convention, but if | would come by her table the next day, we could talk then. 
The next day, when I went by her table at the "Con,” her eyes lit up, and she 
said, "You DID! I asked you to come by and see me, today, and you DID!". She 
seemed pleasantly surprised that I would have accepted her gracious offer of the 
night before. | was pleasantly surprised that she even remembered me. The low 
turnout, at least, meant that | had plenty of time to talk to Ingrid and the other 
guests. In the course of the two days that followed, Ingrid and I spoke for hours 
I don't even remember asking her about Hammer or Christopher Lee and Peter 
Cushing (though, she noted, of course, that they were both fine gentlemen), or 
any of those things. We just talked about day to day stuff. She couldn’t have 
been nicer, nor any more hilarious. Her third Husband, Tony Rudlin, an actor 
and former (I trust) race car driver and real English gentleman, accompanied 
her, and carried with him a dry English wit, vicariously enjoying all the 
attention paid to his Wife. But at some point, she told me that she had a heart 
condition, for which she would soon have to undergo surgery. She told the 
assembled fans, there (to see "The Vampire Lovers”) about it, as well. She told 
me, and them, that she was frightened of what might happen. I tried to offer as 
much encouragement as I could, but a woman who'd recently had a similar 
operation said the things she needed to hear. Ingrid's condition did improve, 
though she had to lay low for a few years. She did another voice-over for an 
animated short film, " Ingrid Pitt: Beyond The Forest,” about her experience as 
a prisoner of the Nazis. The project, five years in the making, was recently 
completed. A Birthday party was held in her honor, recently, by her UK Fan 
Club, in which Queen Ingrid held court for what would be the last time. Two 
days later, she collapsed, suddenly. A few days later, the carriage came to take 
The Queen of Hearts straight to Heaven 
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Captain Beefheart - What's moderately amusing to note about Captain 
Beefheart (nee Don Van Vliet or Don Glen Vliet) is that every single note of his 
seemingly improvised compositions was planned out with machine-like 
precision. He was known for his dictatorial bandleading approach, which was, 
as a friend put it, Jazz into Rock, not Rock into Jazz, like his longtime friend, 
Frank Zappa, who also largely lacked the blues base that Beefheart built his 
music on (except, perhaps, when parodying the blues). Zappa obviously 
admired Van Vliet, it was he who gave him the "Beefheart" tag at an early age. 
Despite his own ability to hit more notes than Les Paul, Eddie Van Halen and 
Lou Reed in a three-way clusterfuck, he probably envied his friend's knack for 
producing Rock as art, with none of his own celebrated pretensions. While 








Zappa was also an adequate singer, he was far from having the 4 1/2 octaves 
Beefheart boasted of. But was Beefheart really a Rock act? Was he an Outsider 
Artist? An Idiot Savant? A Sick White Bluesman? The answer, my friends, The 
Captain took with him. To say that many things about about Beefheart were a 
mystery would be like saying Michael Jackson sold records. He released his 
first single in 1965, the unbelievably catchy Bo Diddley classic, "Diddy Wah 
Diddy" (It's even harder to believe Bo couldn’t get a hit out of it, on his own), 
with the excellent, Beefheart-penned "Who Do You Think You're Fooling?" 
The single, released on A & M, is a brilliantly disjointed Garage Punker, 
drenched in reverb, a wonder to behold, if you're ever lucky enough to find the 
original 45. But if that fails you, seek out "The Legendary A & M Sessions" EP, 
released in the 80s, Captain Beefheart and The Magic Band's debut LP still 
contained some great Fuzz-Punk embellishments, but the Captain Beefheart the 
world knows today had arrived. Classics like "Electricity" and "Abba Zabba" 
(named for a popular brand of banana-flavored candy-still available today, 
though not so readily. The back cover was done in a color/design scheme that 
directly mimicked the candy's packaging) more than hinted at 
thedeconstructivism that was to come, but still found a place in the emerging 
Psychedelic counterculture. Van Vliet soon found himself onstage with the likes 
of The Chocolate Watchband and Blue Cheer. Whether he related to all of it is 
doubtful. When Frank Zappa, taking a big chance at the time, started a new 
label "dedicated to freak acts,” naturally, Don would be invited into the stable of 
Straight Records (named, perhaps, for Zappa's hardline anti-drug stance, though, 
naturally, he had to tolerate users, to some degree, or get the Hell out of the 
business, His band members, we're told, didn’t get off that easy. I mean, they 
didn’t get off at all, we're told). Straight released, besides Beefheart, the early 
works of Alice Cooper, The G.T.O's, Wild Man Fischer and others. A high 
profile package gig was put on with all the aforementioned acts, plus Kim 
Fowley for freakish good measure. Zappa produced the highly acclaimed 
Double LP, "Trout Mask Replica,” including such favorites as "Hobo Chain 
Ma,” "The Blimp" (in which Beefheart directly addresses Zappa on the song's 
commercial potential), "Old Fart at Play" and "China Pig" (later altered by 
Chicago Roots/Punk group, Oncoming Traffic, as "I (Don't?) Wanna Kill My 
Kids"). The album would go on to be praised by everyone from Sonic Youth to 
Nirvana, while Henry Rollins would frequently state that Captain Beefheart and 
Roky Erickson were two of the most important Rock Composers of the 20th 
Century. And he wasn’t alone in his thinking, either. Beefheart suffered a 
decline when he was bullied into recording in a Van Morrison-like M.O.R. 
Rock vein. Though, given the proper setting, he probably could have produced a 
fine straight Rock album (Hey, you caught ME, that time), the two records 
made, in his decline, not only alienated fans, it didn’t even garner the FM 
airplay that was presumably the idea in the first place. Even though some 
unlikely love songs of his like "Her Eyes Are..." really hit the mark, he was not 
in his realm at all, When a friend admitted that he entertained thoughts of 
kidnapping Don and bringing him to the desert (he would later relocate to The 
Mojave Desert, where it's too damned hot to die, but the climate suited his 
taste), Beefheart replied, "I really wish you had." TV appearances from that 
period read like a cry for help. The Magic Band, having already been through 
several lineup changes, quit en masse. Eventually, The Captain assembled a new 
version of The Magic Band, full of young, up and coming Musicians, 
particularly Eric Drew Feldman, who later turned up in the reformed Pere Ubu 
(which he practically called a vacation after being in a band where he had no 
say in the musical direction). The music was tight and concise, but lacked none 
of the weirdness of days gone by. Beefheart's new band and material was ready 
to go up against the New Wave, and on their terms. "Someone's had too much to 
think! Open up a case of the Punks!!!,” growled Beefheart on Saturday Night 
Live to a largely confused audience in 1980. According to the book Station To 
Station, Captain Beefheart was the most hated musical guest on SNL, as far as 
the cast was concerned, on a personal as well as musical level, with only Fear or 
Frank Zappa coming even close (though Zappa did the show, twice, presumably 
because the ratings were good the first time. Besides, even Zappa was 
approaching commercial potential. His first hit of any note, "Dancin' Fool,” 
debuted on SNL). Two standout performances from "Doc at The Radar Station,” 
his penultimate album, "Hot Head" and "Ash Tray Heart,” did receive some 
applause, but also, stretches of silence, and a man, very audibly, yelling, 
"SHIT!". The performances were never aired again in reruns by NBC, but 
Comedy Central would air them, uncensored, some 20 years later. | remember 
seeing it when it came on, not really knowing his music, but knowing of the 
Zappa connection. The bottleneck guitars made me think of Muddy Waters, 
while his voice reminded me of Jim Dandy. I would learn, later in life, that Jim 
Dandy, and even Tom Waits, were pupils of Captain Beefheart. The TV 
exposure did his career more harm than good, and he began to focus, more and 
more on his painting. He released a final album, “Ice Cream for Crow,” in 1982, 
The video for the title track was rejected by MTV, but David Letterman aired 
part of it during one of Beefheart's two visits to his vastly overrated program. 
Beefheart was most appreciative, saying this was the only way his video could 
be seen on television, and that he didn’t want his MTV if they didn’t want him. 


Still, his refusal to perform in support of the album didn’t help. Beefheart, 
unceremoniously, retired from music, choosing to stay in Mojave and 
concentrate on his wife and his artwork. His paintings were soon commanding 
hefty sums, and rated high in arts circles. Meanwhile, The Magic Band would 
reform, in his absence. They were better, alone, than anyone had a right to 
expect. Order out of chaos, once again. But he was later diagnosed with cancer, 
and retreated deeper into anonymity, though he appeared in a short film, giving 
his fans a chance to see how he looked in the present day. Reportedly, he was 
doing better than when initially diagnosed. Not great, but better than before. 
However, Multiple Sclerosis would soon have Don with an even greater fight on 
his hands. Information was slow in arriving, but when he actually passed, it 
struck like lightning. Eeeeeeeeeelllllleeeeecckkkkk-trrrriiiiciitttt-eeeeeee- 
hhhhhhhhh. WAIT! HOLD IT! SOMEONE'S HAD TOO MUCH TO THINK! 
OPEN UP A CASE OF THE PUNKS! OOOOOO-OOOHHHHHHH, THERE'S 
KANDY KORN, AND HOT HEAD, AND ICE CREAM FOR CROW, BUT 
CAPTAIN BEEFHEART ISN'T PLAYING MUSIC ANYMORE. ABBA 
ZABBA'S GOT A DAY-GLO STICKER ON HIS DOOR, IT SAYS, 
CAPTAIN BEEFHEART ISN'T PLAYING MUSIC ANYMORE. 
BEEFHEART MOVED TO MOJAVE, MAKING ART ALONE. HE'S NOT 
DOWN AT THE FILLMORE, SINGING ABOUT SMOKIN' STONES. NOW, 
"LICK MY DECALS OFF, BABY" MADE SOME PEOPLE MAD. SOME OF 
THOSE TWO-BIT CRITICS SAID THEY THOUGHT IT WAS PRETTY 
BAD, KURT COBAIN LIKED "TROUT MASK REPLICA." ME, I LIKE IT, 
TOO. SOMEDAY, BEEFHEART, CAN WE PLEASE GRUNT OURSELVES 
SOME BLUES? 

"My songs are dedicated to animals and children. ‘Lick My Decals Off, Baby,’ 
just means, ‘Get rid of labels, coming children’.” 


Tura Satana - Generally, when we think about Tura Satana we think about two 
things. Not THOSE, Einstein! | mean, we're reminded of her devastating beauty 
and her ability to kick a mass of ass, putting pretty much any male "Action 
Movie" star you could think of, to shame. Her tough girl persona wasn't an act, 
and she didn’t come by easily. Born Tura Luna Pascual Yamaguchi in Japan, 
just as World War II was about to rear it's ugly head, to a Japanese/Filipino 
Father and an Irish/Scottish Mother, Tura couldn't have known that the war 
wouldn't be over for her on VJ, Day. Her family relocated to the States, where 
she was placed in an internment camp. When she did commence to go to school 
with white kids on the tough streets of Chicago, she later remarked that she had 
to fight all the way to school and all the way back. The war wasn’t over to these 
kids, nor was the need for a scapegoat. When Tura was gang-raped, at the age of 
nine, she swore revenge against the sick bastards who attacked her, who walked 
(the judge, it was believed, was bribed. Maybe he didn’t even have to be), She 
didn’t go into detail, but later stated that she caught up with each of them, years 
later, one at a time, and made them pay. Studying Aikido and Karate, Satana 
would go on to lead a teenage gang on the West Side of Chicago. "In the 
neighborhood I lived in, you had to get in a gang if you wanted to live". After a 
brief arranged, marriage, in her teens, to John Satana (many believed "Satana" 
was no more than an ingenious professional name) Tura was discovered in 
California, not exactly Lana Turner-style, by the legendary Silent Comedy star, 
Harold Lloyd, who had, by then, become an accomplished "Girlie" 
photographer. Lloyd told Tura, sincerely, that she should be in the movies, 
because she was so photogenic, and that her face was perfectly symmetrical. 
Tura later said that she had been told all her life that she was ugly, and that she 
had Lloyd to thank for convincing her otherwise (it's a little late, but we should 
all thank him, too). Returning to Chicago, Tura, with her exotic features and 
statuesque figure, became a celebrated exotic dancer, working alongside the 
likes of Tempest Storm and Candy Barr. Around this time, she also dated Elvis 
Presley, She has often told how Elvis asked her to marry him, but she declined. 
The mind reels at the thought of their breathtakingly beautiful children. Tura 
had kind words for Presley, but never regretted her decision. Still, could have 
been a WHOLE 'nuther story, friends! 

The camera finally got to have that love affair it had been dreaming of, and 
Satana appeared, first, on Television ("Hawaiian Eye,” "The Man From 
U.N.C.L.E.,” and others) and then..and, THEN..." LADIES AND 
GENTLEMEN, WELCOME TO VIOLENCE. WHILE VIOLENCE CLOAKS 
ITSELF IN A PLETHORA OF DISGUISES, IT'S FAVORITE MANTLE 
STILL REMAINS...SEX." "Faster, Pussycat! Kill! Kill!,” the film that made 
director Russ Meyer a legend in his own time, and his newfound star (what took 
him so long?), Tura Satana, an icon for all times! Who doesn’t love Tura? Gay 
men love Tura, Lesbians love Tura, Straight women love Tura, and, you'd best 
believe straight men love them some Tura. You can't trust anyone who 
doesn’t...1 took a young lady on our first date to see a revival screening of 
"Faster Pussycat..." She didn’t like the movie, and she didn’t like Tura. She 
even said she thought the smoldering hot Satana was "ugly". Now, if she didn’t 
look like Russ Meyer material, herself, 1 would have probably been more upset 
than I was. But I knew this wasn’t going to work out. That may sound shallow 
on my part, but I couldn't understand her not appreciating what's been called 











"The Most Pro-Woman movie of all time." To some, it's a toss-up between that, 
and "I Spit on Your Grave,” which bore a story line closer to Tura's own early 
life story in content. I had the opportunity to tell Tura about this amusing 
anecdote (minus the part where she called her "ugly,” of course), and, she 
agreed, I was right to stay away from that woman. Satana knows best. The role 
she was born to play, Varla, the anti-heroine, is first seen, briefly (some might 
say TOO briefly!), dancing in a Go-Go joint with her accomplices, played by 
Haji (in a laughable mock-Sophia Loren accent. The rest of her is hardly 
laughable, coming a close second to Tura's beauty and ballsiness), and Lori 
Williams, a Playboy Playmate in real life, but sadly, a skinny little girl next to 
uberunettes, Haji and Satana. Those two make her look average, which, to be 
fair, she wasn't. Talk about all these idiot "Ride The Movie" CGI atrocities 
putting Actors out of work. You don't ride this movie. It rides you. Varla and 
her girls are spinning their custom sport jobs through the desert, FAST, when 
they meet up with a square-jawed gentleman-drag racer doing time trials, with 
his girlfriend (who looks like a skinny little boy next to Varla, Haji and Lori, but 
certainly not hard to look at, if you can be distracted from the others). A 
disagreement ensues after an impromptu race, and Varla settles the matter by 
breaking the man's spine with her bare hands. Yes. The girls leave him in the 
desert, and take his girlfriend hostage. From there, things get a little wild. 

"Faster, Pussycat, Kill! Kill!" did not make Tura a huge international star, 
despite her scathing, often hilarious, dialogue (much of it, written herself) and 
stunts and fight scenes with an impact you can really feel (all her, too), piled on 
high atop her own curvaceous gorgeousity. Russ Meyer never used her in 
another picture, either. He openly regretted this decision, though one gets the 
feeling it was more of an oversight (but HOW, RUSS, HOW?!!). The world, at 
least, had a chance to catch up, though it took decades, While her other films 
didn’t hold up to "Faster, Pussycat,” fans seek out her subsequent works, just to 
see her. She went from working with old school World War II veteran and 
erotic celluloid innovator, Russ Meyer, a confirmed monogamist, but known to 
get involved, and even married to, his starlets (Tura was not one of them), to 
Ted V. Mikels, who lived in a castle, sometimes with as many as 10 beautiful 
women (Tura was not one of them). In contrast to Meyer's celebrated 
cinematography, Mikels was regarded by many as a hack, or merely average, 
technically, but he, too, had a vision. What a vision Tura was, too, as a 
stereotypical Dragon Lady type villainess in Mikels' "The Astro Zombies." She 
played the role with cunning and gusto, in a manner worthy of "Varla." Tura 
had the opportunity to work with the underrated veteran Actor, John Carradine, 
by then, a B-movie standby. Carradine reportedly worked for $500 a day, so 
whenever a classic Horror star was needed in a low budget production, he 
snagged an untold number of jobs that Vincent Price or Christopher Lee (based 
in Hollywood by the seventies, landing both prestigious and crappy roles) either 
thought were beneath them, or that they couldn't support themselves. Tura had 
nothing but praise for Carradine, as a professional, and as a person, when I 
asked her what it was like to work with him. In 1973, Mikels cast Satana and 
three other beautiful women as "The Doll Squad,” another Action picture about 
four truly empowered women, hired by The CIA to stomp some saboteur butt. 
Tura is extremely memorable in a short "striptease" number in a night club, 
hearkening back to her burlesque heyday. Though the movie was not very 
successful, Ted V. Mikels' subsequent claim that the hit TV show, "Charlie's 
Angels,” was inspired by his nonhit feature, makes perfect sense. In real life 
Tura was shot by an angry ex-lover. She recovered, but her film career did not. 
From there, she went on to become a nurse, and married her second Husband, 
Endel Jurman, a former Police Officer. Tura Satana would not weigh heavily 
into the pop culture's consciousness until Russ Meyer's films became available, 
for the first time (for a price, I might add), and the Cramps covered the theme 
song to "Faster, Pussycat, Kill! Kill!,” on their live EP, "Smell of Female" (the 
title was taken directly from the intro to the movie). From there, other groups 
jumped on the bandwagon, like L.A. Hair Metal band, Faster Pussycat, and, 
much later, Tura Satana, the band. Apparently, Tura gave them her blessing. In 
a few short years, Satana-mania was going full tilt, with a mountain of merch, 
and a wealth of personal appearances. One such appearance occurred in 
Chicago, sadly, not very long before her totally unexpected death. Our friend 
Rusty Nails arranged to have her appear at a screening of "Faster Pussycat...". 
My meeting with her was relatively brief, but I found her to still be a very pretty 
woman, carrying herself with dignity, but just as feisty as ever. I asked her how 
her flight to Chicago was, and, she said, "It was fine, until some idiot spilled 
their salad all over my lap!".I said, "Did you give him one of these? " (making a 
Karate chop motion). She replied," No! I just threw my tomato juice on him!". 
As it was in the beginning, is now, and ever shall be, Tura Satana, the praying 
mantis of the movie kingdom. The woman who put the "Kali " in California, 
and the Shiva of all Divas. But she had a sweet side, too, which came out when 
she recalled the likes of Meyer, Carradine, and Elvis, She brought her own 
merch to the show, signing it for any and all buyers, and donating the proceeds 
to local Asian Battered Women's Shelters. In so doing, the cowards who 
assaulted her have been avenged a thousandfold. Living is the best revenge, and 
Tura Satana was all about life. It's highly unlikely that we'll see the likes of her 


again, but men and women, together, not against each other, can, and will, learn 
from her example. It's not about violence for the sake of violence. It's about an 
appetite for everything, to paraphrase this extraordinary lady in the film that is 
her crowning glory. She followed her own path, and paid the price for it, even 
when she was right, but she went out knowing that what she did was right, and 
that she was loved by fans, too many to mention. While some may have made 
her out to be little more than a fantasy icon. What she was was still a strong, 
beautiful woman, no man's tool, no woman's fool, but also, a lovely person who 
cared about those who cared about her. She loved celebrity, but she really 
seemed to love people, too. I'm sorry if I'm shattering anyone's illusions, here, 
but illusions were meant to be shattered. 

The Fujiyama Mama really fell from Olympus, but her tormentors are America's 
great shame. They were garbage, and they do not even rate as American 
garbage. Tura Satana was America, the never say die spirit that we're all 
supposed to be about. The spirits of her ancestors ride with her now as she 
enters the next world, in a sports car that I'm sure beat even Steve McQueen's 
time. "HA HA HA HA HA HAAAAAAAA...." 


Peter Quaife - Peter Quaife was the bassist and founding member of The 
Kinks, from their original incarnation, as The Ravens in 1963, to his departure, 
of his own volition, in 1969. While the Davies Brothers did more than their 
share of headbutting, Quaife stated that he found himself in the middle of it, as 
well, though the Kinks were Kursed in ways that surpassed sibling rivalry or 
differences in musical directions. The Kinks came on with a sonic boom in 
1964, with the protopunk classic, "You Really Got Me,” earning them an 
opening spot with The Beatles (Ray Davies, seeing John Lennon standing in 
front of him as the curtain was opening told him, "But it's OUR turn!,” to which 
Lennon replied, "You Don't GET ‘a turn’”). The Kinks even followed The 
Beatles at The 1965 NME Pollwinners' Awards Show, as it was policy to have 
the #2 group follow the First Prize band. With producer, Shel Talmy (the Who, 
Creation, etc), at the helm, The Kinks were a hitmaking machine, until a dispute 
with The American Musician's Union in 1965 left them banned from performing 
in The U.S. for three years, three very crucial years in Rock'n'Roll history. Ray 
Davies, never closeted about his Anglophilia, began writing songs that catered 
more to British sensibilities (though The Kinks continued to inspire up and 
coming Garage bands in the states), culminating with "The Kinks are The 
Village Green Preservation Society,” an album of extraordinary contrast and 
insight. Meanwhile, manager Larry Page would pick up a young band from the 
South in Andover in 1966 (after making them wait for two years), to try to crack 
the American market, as they reminded him of the early Kinks. That band was 
called The Troggs. Of course, the initial ploy worked, but they, too, would 
become a largely British phenomenon, which is America's loss. Tiring of the 
intense infighting within The Kinks' Kamp, which he later likened to WWF, 
Quaife left the group in 1969, before the band could make a successful 
comeback bid in America (something that took longer than hindsight may lead 
us to believe), forming a band called Mapleoak, comprised of otherwise 
Canadian members. The group recorded one, unsuccessful, single with Quaife, 
"Son of a Gun." He left the group, shortly thereafter. An album was still 
recorded, in his absence. Relocating to Belleville, Ontario. Pete retired from 
music, though he did make a rare personal appearance, from time to time. In 
1981, when The Kinks were riding high again with "The Destroyer,” they were 
joined onstage by Pete in Toronto. In 1990, the briefly reunited classic Kinks 
lineup took the stage, with Pete Quaife and original Drummer, Mick Avory, in 
tow, at the first Rock'n'Roll Hall of Fame Awards Show in Cleveland. Quaife 
also appeared with The Kastoff Kinks (a band comprised of former members of 
various Kinks lineups) in Utrecht, Netherlands, in 2004. All four original 
members of The Kinks also appeared together, for one last time, to receive The 
UK Music Hall of Fame Award in 2005. While both the Davies Brothers were 
zig-zagging across the globe with their own solo shows (I saw Ray three times, 
and Dave, once. I only needed to see Ray once, and Dave, at least three times, 
but that just wasn’t possible), it was insinuated, though never clarified, that the 
two were getting along well enough that they might, very well, start working 
together when both were clear of their own, individual, touring duties. Mick 
Avory was holding his own, still playing in smaller venues like The Eel Pie 
Club. He even joined a version of Mott The Hoople, with no original members, 
at one point. But speculations regarding a reunion, even in part, were put to paid 
when Dave Davies suffered a stroke, making such a project an impossibility. A 
few years later, however, Dave's condition began to improve. Ray told the press 
that he'd spoken to Pete Quaife, and that he was keen to work on an album 
together. This, of course, sparked off rumors of a full-fledged Kinks reunion. 
Now at least one show didn’t seem to be out of the question, but Pete flatly 
denied Davies' statement, saying he "would never participate in such a thing.” 
What wasn’t known, to many people, was that Quaife had been diagnosed with 
Renal Failure in 1998, and would undergo dialysis treatment for over 10 years. 
Other dialysis patients encouraged him to publish a book of his cartoons, 
depicting his ordeal, called "The Lighter Side of Dialysis." Kidney failure 
finally took his life, after a courageous, if low-key, fight. For all the awards and 








accolades, Pete Quaife still remains one of the less acknowledged bass players 
among his peers, and fans of that era, The late John Entwistle of The Who, 
surely one of the most celebrated bassists of the "British Invasion” (the Who 
didn’t really conquer America until after that era was at an end), once said that 
Quaife was one of his all-time favorites, "The real driving force behind The 
Kinks." 


Mark Tulin - Tulin laid down his distinctive Bass stylings for the California 
Garage-Psych legends, The Electric Prunes, from their beginnings as a Surf/Frat 
rock band, Jim and The Sanctions, to the last installment of the band, still 
active up to the time of his wholly unexpected demise. Whether or not the band 
may regroup at a later date has not been formally announced. The Electric Prunes! 
first release, the excellent "Ain't It Hard" (which would have been more 
controversial for the line, "Your Brother's in the bathroom with acid in his 
head..." had it sold significantly), "Little Olive," the flipside, started a trend 
within the group, of releasing two strong sides on nearly every single. This was 
not common practice in the mid 60s, when singles were everything, and there 
could be no mistaking which was the "Plug Side.” Their second release, "I Had 
Too Much To Dream (Last Night) " was the one destined for immortality. It had 
everything, a bizarre fuzz/tremelo intro, James Lowe's mature, though not forced, 
vocal (a lot of guys tried to sound much older than they were, at that time. Lowe 
just sounded worldly, and in control), and light and shade dynamics helped along 
by producer Dave Hassinger, late of The Stones! "Aftermath" sessions. It reads 
like a very intense dream that stops and starts, to the dreamer's great despair. But, 
Lowe would later go on to state, with full-on Punk Rock conviction, "I'm not a 
dreamer, I'm a doer!” Mark Tulin knew when to step back and provide the 
bottom, and when to RIDE that Bass like a hellbound chopper. Nowhere is this 
made as clear as on the "Live in Sweden '67" LP/CD, in which Tulin really goes 
to town on numbers like "Get Me To The World on Time,” "Smokestack 
Lightning,” and "Try Me On For Size.” This is taking nothing away from the 
band's two outstanding LPs on Reprise. The first LP, named for their 
breakthrough hit, had traces of Vaudeville and Tin Pan Alley, in direct contrast to 
middle finger-Psych Punkers such as their second (lesser) hit, "Get Me To The 
World on Time.” Still, the seemingly innocent "Toonerville Trolley" really 
seethes with contempt. “Underground,” the Prunes! second album, is generally 
agreed to be the better of the two, primarily because the group was able to stretch 
out and experiment more, attaining an overall more hard-rocking sound. When 
they did commission other songwriters, like on Carol King and Louise Goffin's 
heart-wrenching "I Happen To Love You.” Any band in search of a challenge, 
and just a plain great record, would have jumped on it. The Monkees didn't, They 
had first refusal, and passed. The bottom line is, they could have had a hit with it, 
whereas the Prunes did not. I can just envision Mickey Dolenz doing a real Pity- 
Punk send up of this number, like he did with "She,” but, before you get your 
dander up, it couldn't have touched the Prunes' version. 

"The Great Banana Hoax" features Tulin's bass playing to great advantage, 
as does, surprisingly, the early Country Rocker, "It's Not Fair.” The Electric 
Prunes were all over the Electric Idiot Box in the U.S., Canada, and Europe. 
Surprisingly, they had to delete the word "hormones" from their appearance on 
"The Smothers Brothers Show,” at a time when Tommy and Billy loved to stir 
the pot. Back then, though, it was still one of those words that wasn’t used. After 
one last single, arguably their best, "You've Never Had it Better,” an unparalleled 
Garage-Punker, b/w "Everybody Knows You're Not in Love,” an unparalleled 
Pop Rocker that Boyce and Hart should have written, but didn’t, the classic 
lineup began to disintegrate. Three more albums under The Prunes' nom de pleur 
hit the record racks, but with minimal involvement, at best, from any charter 
members. Their last album boasted no involvement from any original band 
members. Dave Hassinger owned the name. Their sound was falling out of favor, 
but things would change. Lenny Kaye's Two LP set, "Nuggets," released in 1972 
when there was barely a collectors market for this stuff, inspired legions of Power 
Pop, Neo-Garage, Punk Rock and possibly even Glam Rock bands, too. "I Had 
Too Much To Dream" fell right in, hardly forgotten eight years hence, but, 
overlooked. Plus, there were new enthusiasts on the way, the siblings and even 
the children of the girls who once wrote, "The Record belongs to Debbie" all over 
the front sleeve of The Prunes' debut. Their songs would go on to be covered by 
Them, The Thought, Stiv Bators, Joey Ramone, The Woggles, The Mystery Girls 
(the Chicago band, thank you)., Outsideinside, The Cynics, The Damned, and 
many others. 

The Electric Prunes reformed in The Late 90's, with the four surviving members 
of the original group in tow, plus James Lowe's son, Cameron, a dead ringer for 
his old man, ca. '66 (they went through a lot of drummers back then, if you want 
to get technical, but, this was, for all intents and purposes, the classic lineup)... 
They were not idle, either. They have since released three albums of mindfuck 
Psych CDs in a class of their own. They toured the U.S. and Europe . 

I saw them, once, and they blew my head off! Most of the original band still 
worked together in the studio, with "Feedback,” their most recent, and surely 
their strongest effort since reforming, essential listening if you fancy yourself a 
Psych enthusiast at all. Things seemed to be going well, though, in recent years, 


the touring lineup was pared down to James Lowe, Mark Tulin, and several new 
members. A tour of the states was announced, with Sky Saxon and The Seeds, 
The Electric Prunes, and Love (meaning the late Arthur Lee's backing band, Baby 
Lemonade, with special guest, Johnny Echols, from the original Love lineup). 
Expectations ran high, but, Sky Saxon died suddenly, and the Prunes bowed out 
of the tour (for reasons I won't get into, here, though I did support their decision). 
Jerry Miller from Moby Grape, reportedly, came in to fill out the bill, but was a 
no-show in Chicago, where only Love, who were billed as a tribute to Arthur 
Lee, made it. They were great, though. It could have been a great thing, but it was 
doomed from the start. A huge memorial concert was put on for Sky Saxon, with 
members of The Seeds, The Strawberry Alarm Clock, and The Electric Prunes. 
Mark Tulin had just recorded some new material with Sky Saxon, Djin Aquarian 
(Ya Ho Wa), and Billy Corgan, who procured Tulin for a short lived Sky Saxon 
tribute band called "Spirits in The Sky.” Tulin was also brought in, briefly, as a 
substitute bass player with The Smashing Pumpkins. He played one show with 
them, and even appeared on The Tonight Show with Jay Leno. He collapsed, 
suddenly, while doing volunteer work (The Avalon Underwater Cleanup. Sorry, I 
don't have any info on that), and was pronounced dead before he could be taken 
to the hospital. James Lowe informed me that the service was wonderful, and that 
he learned how many people really cared about Mark. Myself, I only met Mark, 
briefly, but he seemed like a good cat. A very sharp dresser, too. Even Keith 
Grant from The Downliners Sect brought the first two Prunes LPs with him to get 
signed (South American imports, yet!). They actually belonged to his old lady, 
but, hey.... Whatever happens, now, we were lucky to have had The Electric 
Prunes back as long as we did. They broke new ground, again . They could have 
rested on their laurels, or become an "Oldies" act, untrue to their sound. But, 
there's no escaping the sound. 
Here I go ....Here I go, Higher Higher, Here | Go! Go! Go! Go ! Go! 
Get Me To The World on Time !! 

And, now, he's there. 





THEY, TOO, DID THEIR THING... 


Verne Langdon (Don Post Monster Mask Creator), Nicholas Courtney ("Dr. 
Who"), Bill Poster (director, "Sanford and Son"), Kenneth Mars ("Young 
Frankenstein), Maria Schneider ("Last Tango in Paris"), Ari Up, Lena Nyman ("I 
am Curious (Yellow)"), Donald Peterman (cinematographer-"Flash Dance,” "Star 
Trek IV"), Zoogz Rift, Pinetop Perkins, Jet Harris (The Shadows), Nate Dogg, 
Ferlin Husky, Dorothy Young (Houdini's assistant), Frankie Sparcello, Michael 
Gough (“Horror of Dracula" "The Avengers,” " Batman,” "Sleepy Hollow"), 
Augustus Owsley Stanley III (Prolific LSD Chemist), Big Jack Johnson, Joe 
Morello (drummer, Dave Brubeck), St. Clair Lee (Hues Corporation), Johnny 
Preston ("Running Bear"), Frank Alesia (actor-" Beach Blanket Bingo,” " Riot on 
Sunset Strip"), Dwayne Mcduffie (writer-Marvel, D.C., Archie comics), Sir 
George Shearing ("Lullaby of Birdland"), John Leonard Strauss (wrote theme 
songs for " The Phil Silvers Show,” "Car 54, Where are You?,” and for Woody 
Allen films), Bridgett Rollins (Playboy Playmate, May '75), Len Lesser 
("Seinfeld") David Friedman (Producer-"Blood Feast,” "The Defilers,” "Ilsa, She 
Wolf of The SS"), Betty Garrett ("All in The Family,” "Lavern and Shirley"), 
Gary Moore (Thin Lizzy), Peter Hobbs ("The Odd Couple" "Barney Miller”) 
Gladys Horton (The Marvelettes), Charlie Louvin (Louvin Bros., solo), John 
Barry (composed James Bond Theme, soundtracks to "Beat Girl,” "Midnight 
Cowboy,” "Born Free" and several Bond pictures), David Frye (Nixon 
Impersonator), Mark Ryan (early Adam and The Ants, Captain Sensible and 
King), Bobby Poe, Dr. Creep (Ohio Horror Host), David Nelson, Gerry Rafferty 
(Stealers Wheel), Bruce Gordon ("The Untouchables"), Anne Francis (she put the 
"Honey" in "Honey West”), Grady Chapman (The Robins), Eddie Kirkland, Alex 
Kirst. 


FRIENDS ON THE MEND... 


Poly Styrene (X-Ray Spex) has announced she has Breast Cancer. I wish her a 
speedy recovery. Augie Meyer (Sir Douglas Quintet, Texas Tornados) has 
recovered, beautifully, from a kidney transplant he almost did not receive. 
Because of his age, he was about to be taken off the donor's list, when a 35 
years old desperate for a job stepped forward, hoping that if he did something 
good, he'd find work. He got a job in two weeks, and Augie is back to work with 
the reformed Texas Tornados. George Kinney from the legendary, recently 
reformed, International Artists Texas Psych band, The Golden Dawn, has been 
diagnosed with cancer. A benefit was recently held in Austin, A benefit for 
Ronnie "Mouse" Weiss was also recently held (Weiss is in need of a lung 
replacement). Finally, our great friend, Danny Amis, who retired recently from 
Los Straitjackets, has contracted bone cancer. | haven't heard very much, only 
that what he's going through is a lengthy, painful and costly procedure. Please 
do whatever it is you do, and do it for him. Our combined energies do make a 
difference. 


Wa till lic ll 











TECHNICALLY GAY! 





Aaron + Andrew "To Be Brave" (www.aaronandandrew.com) If 
I had a (non-vampire) teen romantic TV nighttime soap show I 
would just play one of these swelling, lush songscapes at the end 
of each episode just when the two hot-looking kids struggle with 
emotions yet still end up in a triumphant, sexy embrace. I would 
then cut to a Johnny Larue crane shot, that was rotating around as 
it went skyward (if the kids were outdoors on a hill or 
something). If they were in a bedroom I would just cut to them 
doing whatever is as close to fucking as the CW or basic cable 
allows. And I guarantee, my show would be a huge hit, even if. 
the first 56 minutes of it sucked every week. 


Aw "Four-Wheelin' with A.A.Z.," "Most Hated Band in 
Roanoke" (AAZ) Appalachian Autonomous Zone literally 
sounds like the screams of insects being tortured. And by 
“literally” I mean that I made my beer money in college assisting 
on science experiments that involved operating micro-recording 
devices that documented the audio of anguished bugs being 
slowly mangled, AND IT SOUNDED EXACTLY LIKE THIS! The 
bugs (cockroaches especially) even occasionally covered Quincy 
Jones and Butthole Surfers songs. 


The Active Set "It Multiplies" This faux-brit modern-o fun rock 
is so hot it made me have Re-Active Sex! With the computer I 
downloaded this onto, 





Afternoon Naps "summer gamg” w/ "short sleeves" (HHBTM) I 
have never met anyone from Cleveland as positive, cute, and 
lovely as this twee-gasm of a single (in adorable die-cut sleeve 
where the water opens up to let the record out) but if you can go 
on romantic fun sailboat rides on the Cuyahoga these days 
without the boat setting the water on fire, more power to these 
Cleveland cute-sters! 


American Speedway "How! Ya Don'?" b/w "20th Century Boy" 
(Prophase) this 7" is most notable for taking the elegant, almost 
feminine glam of Mare Bolan and savaging it, scaring the hell out 
of it, and brutally beating it on a rock like a bear killing a trout 
(pardon me if that's not accurate, I always fall asleep during 
Nature Channel shows). This raucous trash punk band sounds like 
they are gargling happy hour drafts and playing their instruments 
with mittens on, and thusly they are well named, because that's 
exactly what America means to me! USA! 


Americans in France "Crawling" (Odessa) This sounds like the 
record that would be made if you left some instruments and 
recording gear in a kindergarten classroom, then left the kids to 
fend for themselves for a few months, Lord of the Flies-style, 
with nothing to survive on but graham crackers and a classroom 
CD player stocked with punk, surf, garage, primitive pop, and art 
rock albums. And all the kids were Damien from The Omen. 


Anal Warhead "Time to Die" (Suburban Whitetrash) To me the 
best kind of records are the ones where you have to check your 
needle, speakers, and connections because you're not sure if the 
record's supposed to sound like that or if your stereo's broken. 
Ridiculously intense blasts of sonic diarrhea that manage to be 
crusty and runny at the same time! So fucking hardcore it may 
have actually broken the record player just by being too punk for 
the system to handle. Fuck the system! 


Marisa Anderson "The Golden Hour" 
(marissaandersonmusic.com) Although I suppose the ostensibly 
improvised guitar solo as we now know it is based on the work of 
blues and blues-obsessed musicians, for the most part it's hard to 
put authentic blues (with its formal structure and rigid repetition) 
and improvisation (in the jazz/noise/arty sense) in the same bag. 
Yet Anderson, with these solo lap steel and guitar pieces, 
manages to craft soundscapes that are recognizable (in spirit and 
sound, if not structure) as wonderful Delta/pre-Chicago blues, 
that still live up to the standard of freejazz/art rock/psychedelia 
exploration (without any of the aggression or volume found in 
those genres), These blissful, beautiful audio atmospheres are in 
fact, to quote our former Governor (words likely also spoken by 
our new foulmouthed Mayor) fucking golden! 


Andy Human "Toy Man" b/w “Center of Gravity" (Tic Tac 
Totally) The A-side sounds like whatever you call that kind of 
new wave pop that plays at the dramatic parts of john Hughes 
teen movies, but all of the John Hughes teen movies would be 
better if they used this song. The B-side takes that same vibe but 
then gives it a nice poppy/vintage rock ‘'n' roll vibe, like Dave 
Edmunds mighta done back in the day, without actually sounding 
anything like Dave Edmunds. 


Asspiss "fuck off and die" (Suburban White Trash) Not only do 
most most bands that are supposed to be throwbacks to 80s 
hardcore not sound like 80s hardcore (Fucked Up sounds more 


like Rush than the Middle Class), but none of them ever capture 
an inkling of the obnoxiousness that made the 80s a bad time for 
the ladies. Not only do these Asses play the stuff right (though 
possibly faster than they should!) but they are so obnoxious this 
record actually smells of b.o. and farts! And it includes a stencil 
so you can spray paint the word "ASSPISS" all over your school! 
Fuck On and Live! 


The Bad Examples "Smash Record" (Waterdog) When I first 
heard some of the Ralph Covert kiddie records I was not sold, but 
then I saw him performing for some tykes and he really 
communicated with them, connecting as deeply as you can with 3 
year olds, and being seriously committed to delivering the goods. 
I bring that up because | was never on the Bad Examples 
bandwagon before, but seeing Ralph give his all for the sippy cup 
set made me want to give this a chance and try to listen with the 
ears of the devoted fans (of which there are plenty in this region), 
That in mind, the band seriously knows how to dish out the power 
Pop: you are a top notch power popster if you sound like a Beatles 
cover band faking through originals as hooky as the Liverpudlians 
that provide your livelihood. The best song here is the meta-jam 
"Big E Chord," in which Ralph and Co. lay bare the alchemy of 
rock by literally singing the song's title while hitting the title 
subject and still making it sound as swelling and sincere and 
moving as if the lyric mentioned love, beauty, diamonds, pearls 
and trip around the world. Maybe I can do the same thing. Pithy 
last line that makes a pun about the band name while profoundly 
summarizing my opinion of the album! 


The Atlantic Manor "The World Beneath this World is 
Brightening - Nine Songs" (DO Too) I generally prefer fast to 
slow, loud to quiet, and gut feeling to thinking, but I have loved 
every slow, quiet, introspective, moody Atlantic Manor release 
ever, mainly becuase he manages to make low key, sad, outsider 
folk music that doesn't sound like anybody else's stuff. In the past 
I've compared him to Jandek, and the cover art and diy. and 
mystery aspects of this one go along with that (as well as a few of 
the resonating bent notes here and there), But to be fair, Atlantic 
Manor is outsider only in the sense that he doesn't seem to be 
interested in playing the music biz game, not because his skillset 
is off kilter or "challenged" the way some of the weirder Jandek 
stuff is. This dude knows exactly what he's doing. 


The Bama Lamas/The Bone Machine split 7" (Dirty Ugly 
Records) Two bands, one Italian and scary and likely 
unintentionally named after a Tom Waits album, and one 
American and goofy and certainly intentionally named after an 
Otis Redding song, reanimate the one corpse that was begging to 
be reanimated even pre-death: Lux Interior lives on in spirit...and 
in some rocking bodies as well! 


Jay Banerjee “(Ban-er-jee." Just Like It's Spelled)” 
(www jaybanerjee.net) As I wrote when the preview ep came out, 
this is the perfect album cover, Jay looking weird and creepy in a 
kissing booth, because despite the bubblegum-ish pop making 
you feel tingly all over his gloriously imperfect voice makes 
everything a little weird and freaky --- like a kissing booth 
worker giving the evil eye. Hearing a full-length of hook-laden, 
sweet power pop-sicles makes me want to classify Jay as a cousin 
of M.O.T.O.'s Paul Caporino, minus the wild rock abandon, 
Should change his name to Banerjeenius! 


Danielle Barbe (daniellebarbe.com) She is making some boss, 
super commerical stuff, but if she wants to make it to the top she 
should change her name to Danielle Barberella, and dress in that 
Jane Fonda space sex barbarian costume! 


Janina Angel Bath “Gypsy Woman” (Prophase) Phreak pholk 
phlautist Bath delivers 22" of mind expanding 
psyche/folk/bliss/trance/incantation/majick musick (it's an LP 
with a 10" hidden in the gatefold like a Crackerjack prize, both 
pressed in swirly colored-sand-in-a-bottle colored vinyl). While 
the album(s)'s tracks at times sound more like rituals (or ethnic 
instrument experimentations) than songs they are never boring, 
and while deep, droning sounds often dominate this never seems 
dreary. And I have a theory that explains these seemingly 
otherworldly anomalies; she actually is an angel. 


Bells Of "Young McDonald & the 5 Season Farmers" (Teenbeat) 
These bells rang my ding dong! 


James Blackshaw "All is Falling" (Young God) Magical guitar 
spells that will hypnotize you into blissful zombie-ism. 


Mike Bloom “King of Circles” (Little Record Company) He's no 
Mike Bloomfield bluesically and no Mike Bloomberg 
legislatively, but when this haunting multi-instrumentalist singer 
songwriter gets on the mic you feel it on your bloomers! 


Blue Coupe "Tornado on the Tracks" 
(www.bluecoupeband.com) Should be called the Blue Truth, 
because they tell it like it is! Listening to this CD the first time I 
was pleasantly befuddled -- some songs sound like Dylan and 
some sound like Spinal Tap's "Sex Farm," yet they never seemed 
to be joking. Then I looked closer at the CD and saw it was 
written and performed by two founding members of BOC (the 
Bouchards) and the great Dennis Dunaway of the original Alice 
Cooper Group, and it made more sense. When the Blue Oysters 
and the A. Coopers get together than everything (other than the 


silly hybrid band name) can be simultaneously sincere and 
beautifully absurd. This all-killer, no filler album goes from 
boogie to Byrds to badass without missing a gear, taking out any 
doubts and questions and challenges. It's a real (blue) coup! 

Kip Boardman "The Long Wright” (kipboardman.com) Singer- 
songwritings so fascinating he should change his name to Kip 
Interested-man. 


The Bootyholes "Dookie Dick" (www.thebootyholes.com) I 
thought I might say something bad about this novelty record 
because it's kind of super unfunny but then I realized that these 
low-rent, intentionally unsexy dance songs with graphic, 
metaphor-free descriptions of sex acts ("...did you ever stick/your 
dick in a chick/pull it out and get dookie dick...a gift from her 
rectum/straight to your erection...") was kind of awesome in its 
unfunniness. On the one hand it's sort of like that Kathy McGinty 
prank phone call CD where the robot sex phone chick tortures 
would-be masturbators, On the other hand this female-conceived 
project is culturally relevant because it makes 2 Live Crew-type 
stuff sound brilliant in comparison, yet it also shows how idiotic 
and impotent those guys are for actually thinking they are making 
sexy music by being coarse and bluntly sexual...this uses the same 
language in ways that will limpen even the most Viagra-ridden 
phallus!You cna hear the albu mon the website...check it 
out,..with your date, I'm sure that will work out for you. 


Jesse Brewster "Wrecking Ball at the Concert Hall" (Crooked 
Prairie) This alt-rock meets alt-country album made me want to 
hit alt-delete. 


Rob Carlton "Seven Thunders" Carlton, who I'm told spent time 
in the trenches with BOC and Cinderella, delivers some 
instrumental power-trio style (minus the other two guys matching 
his heaviness) guitar pummeling. He turns his ax into a broadax 
slaughtering his sonic enemies! His amps scream to heaven and 
God nods approvingly! He hits his pedals like he was biking up 
the rainbow bridge of Asgard! Even on the more introspective 
tracks his guitar ungently weeps, meaning, it wails. 


The Chapin Sisters "Two" (Lake Bottom) Speaking of kids and 
Chapin, in Brooklyn there's an actual playground named after 
Lily and Abigail Chapin's uncle Harry, and in it there are little 
springy toy taxis for kids to play on, so that little Jacob can 
pretend he's, "taking tips and getting stoned...flying so high, when 
I'm s-t-o-n-e-d!" That out of the way, the Chapin Sisters (the kids 
of Tom, and not kids anymore) sing wonderful post-modern folk 
music with eerily beautiful harmonies that couple with 
ridiculously excellent production to make a record that will put 
you in a trance. But back to that playground, c'mon people, am I 
right? Wild stuff! 


Corinne Chapman "Dirty Pretty Things" This is a #1 hit country 
album if I ever heard 1: perfect Nashville production, great songs, 
lovely voice, pretty face, good values, and timeless vibe. If only a 
few hundred thousand more folks heard it this CC would be a 
rider...up the charts! 


Charlie and the Skunks "Take an Ice Cream Scoop Out of My 
Brain" ep (eradicator) These garage trash wallowing skunks smell 
like teen spray-glands! If Pepe LePew could rock like this he 
wouldn't need to rape those kittens...they would be more than 
willing! 

Cheap Freaks "Teenage Brains" (Pstcho Sounds) Wrapped in 
perhaps Ben Lyon's best cover art ever this smattering of trash 
fuzz garage shlock via Dublin is so fucking nasty I had to 
dryclean my computer after I played this. But that was after I 
played it for 24 hours straight (pretty good for a 10 minute EP) 
and broke all my furniture thrashing around. 





Cheap Time "Fantastic Explanations (and Similar Situations)" 
(In the Red) I've heard of darker, heavier second albums, but this 
is the proverbial "whole ‘nother level." Their first album had these 
Tennessee titans sounding like teen brats singing about having 
fun and going to the zoo. On the follow up everything is all 
serious and important and dynamic. The only two things that are 
consistent are the weirdly flat/off-kilter nasal vocals and the love 
of the 60s. Except this time the nasality is disturbing and the 60s- 
ocity has left the high school gymnasium dance and hit a weird 
Kinks-zone. So basically this is the Kongested Kinks. Kool. 


Chips for the Poor "Tell Your Mum Bolan's Back!" "Hollywood 
Nights" (Invisible Spies) The joyous musical imps create 
seductive, danceable sonic concoctions that are tastier than chips 
and funner than poverty! 


Churchwood (Saustex) Here's some things about the white boy 
blues: the zillionaire practitioners, your Stones and your 
Zeppelins, seemed to exoticize and condescend the African 
American bluesmen that begat their artform..all the way to the 
bank. Then you've got the more reverent students, the Jewboys in 
Chicago in the 60s, your Bloomfields, Butterfields, Corky 
Siegels, paying respect and limiting their own ambitions. Then 
you've got the kid prodigies turned hacks like Johnny Lang, who 
you can't blame for seeing Buddy Guy as a cartoon character -- 
the Papa Smurf who anointed them, hell they were 8 when they 
started, what did they know? But then you've got the crazy 
motherfuckers that you really can't even figure out what race, 


sa 





class, logic, soul, or sanity have to do with anything. Little 
Howling Wolf playing his noseflute on Chicago street corners, a 
hundred Hasil-inspired wild-eyed one man bands, Captain 
Beefheart zonking us with his Doo Wah Diddys, schizo Peter 
Green foregoing Fleetwood Mac success to jam the blues...these 
are the kooks that midwifed Churchwood's gruff, threatening, 
slightly bizarre, and 110% badass noisemaking. This is no 
minstrel show, these Texans are bloozin' it up because they got 
something smart and ugly to say and they need to express it as 
simply and pretty as they can, and that's where the blues comes 
in. That they seem quite possibly out of their gourd nuts doesn't 
hurt! 

Citizen Fish "Goods" (Alternative Tentacles) The only band 
alive not featuring septuagenarian Jamaicans that can incorporate 
ska without embarrassing themselves. Dick Lucas’ timeless 
(though 70s-ish) urgent, convincing punk vocals mixed with the 
ska-party vibe of the instrumentation adds up to that punky 
reggae party we heard so much about back in the day but never 
really experienced. 


Clara May "Hush" Whoah! Singer/songwriters & indie folksters 
& sweet popsters often have pretty or strong voices, but this duo, 
which intertwines sweet reedy girl vox with a jarringly distinct, 
measured, resonating deep dude bass actually has voices that 
make you listen and notice, Should be called Clara WILL! 


The Clean Boys and Sid Yiddish “Safari Freakshow Adventure” 
(www.myspace.com/2dollarcockroach) Sid's sly spoken word 
performance art for the most part forgoes the jazzy background 
music that slammers and coffeehouse poets in Chicago rely upon 
and uses driving early80s-style hardcore punk as support, without 
ever giving in to temptation to start crooning or vocally rooster- 
strutting like Rollins. He's like our Jim Carroll, if Jim Carroll 
dressed like a big punk rock Hassidic Rabbi in a Halloween mask 
holding a shofar. 


Jenn Cleary "Back to the Wheel" (Jenncleary.com) Cleary may 
not have the strongest singing voice but she compensates by 
approaching the vocals of her pleasant songs with such free- 
spirited, unselfconscious ease that you can't help but dig her 
blues, Cajun, folk, and pop ("Those Boys" is a great Neil 
Diamond riff ripoff) grooves. She's Clear(I)y fearless! 


The Clutters "Breaking Bones" (Chicken Ranch) Heavy trashy 
rock n roll with vocals that sound like Jack White trying to fake 
an English punk accent and guitars and drums that pummel with 
elegance, "Breaking Bones" is one of my favorite records of the 
year. Best track is "Under Suspicion," where they somehow mix 
classic rock crunch with futuristic Nomi keyboard robot-ism, 
seemingly for no reason (it's not a futuristic themed song) other 
than it's awesome. 


Paul Coady "Driftin' Years" (www.PaulCoady.com) Coady has 
been around the Chicagoland rock scene forever, always delivery 
some solid, working class, rock n roll for the regular guy. But this 
newest release really cranks up everything that makes his, earnest 
heartland songwriting so special. I have always dug PC, but the 
lead track here "Show You How" is probably twice as good as 
anything I've ever heard him do, Screw Mellencamp, you want 
Midwestern everyman rock, that's willing to reference everything 
from Buddy Holly ("Maybe Baby"), to the Boss ("Nothin' For 
Free"), to American history ("Billy Needed Killin’, about the Kid 
not Corgan) Coady is your cat. 


Corpus Christi and Sam Crawford "Charity and Chastity" (Shit 
Music for Shit People) Half creepy/half delightful rural folksong 
weirdness that will make you glad banjos exist. Hank Williams 
tunes done with the sincerity and authenticity, right down 
to (sonically) capturing that crazy look in his eye. You will play 
this cassette so much it will be as worn out as a thrift store 
cassette copy of Guns n Roses "Lies." 


Graham Czach "lucid" (grahamezach.com) Czachmate! 
Meaning, this sensitive prog songsuite is so good you will want to 
mate with the dude! 


DA "!" (Factory 25) Of Chicago's early punk bands DA is one of 
the most interesting although theoretically they shouldn't be. 
Chicago's early 80s bands tended to be cerebral (even when 
Bondi tried to be a meathead it was brainy, smart meat). 
Obviously Chicago was on the verge of an Industrial revolution in 
the 80s, so being dark was par for the course. And having a poet's 
soul like vocalist Lorna Donley was nothing special in the town 
that spawned poetry slams and Algebra Suicide. Yet somehow the 
band (much more convincingly in this full LP of unreleased 
recordings as opposed to the 1982 single I'd previously heard) 
manage to make smart, dark, poetic punk/post-punk really 
resonate with spooky rock ‘n' roll power. And contrary to rumor, 
their name was not based on the local pronunciation of "the." 


Dag Nasty "Dag with Shawn" (Dischord) I hate to open a review 
with an apology, but I really am not the best guy to review this. 1 
like plenty of D.C. punk bands, but Dag Nasty was never one of 
them. Somehow the Brian Baker guitar that seemed so perfect on 
Minor Threat stuff form '81-'83 and lit up the best Meatmen 
album in 1984 transitioned into the mundane cookie cutter 
punk/sore thumb flourishes stuff he would play in 90s Bad 
Religion really quickly (apparently by October '85, as this release 


indicates). Plus they changed vocalists, which unless you're 
AC/DC is just asking too much of the audience. And apparently I 
didn't know a third of it, as they had a different vocalist for their 
first few months, Shawn Brown, whose previously never 
officially released demo is released here (Roctober readers, of 
which I am apparantly not one of, would know about Brown from 
the Black Punk Time site). I am not going to dig my "Can I Say" 
cassette (taped on a Certron brand cassette, if I remember 
correctly) out, but I think Brown's vocals might be more to my 
liking than the dude on the album where they re-recorded this 
stuff, and a few tunes here are downright awesome (particularly 
"Never Go Back" and "Another Wrong" which are as palatable as 
melodic hardcore gets). And if this was being rated on a start 
system I would give an extra star (or maybe two) just for the no 
bullshit album title. 


The Damnwells "No One Listens to the Band Anymore" (Poor 
Man) Tastier than Snackwells! 


Day Creeper "Blah!" ep (Tic Tac Totally) Hooky, loose, raw, 
poppity-punk all sung in the same voice Jonathan Richman uses 
on "Here Comes the Martians Martians.” And like said Martians, 
this is out of this world! 


Dead Rider "The Raw Dents" (Tizona) This band (known as D. 
Rider for a while, and known to many as the current band of Todd 
Rittman, the guitarist responsible for U.S, Maple's inside-out, 
neurological damage-themed rock ‘n' roll) will dent your dome! 
This strange, hypnotic album is a whole week's of nightmares, 
complete with dark, dreamscapey audio gardening and more 
spooky, creepy sounds and images than thirteen haunted houses. 
Though, in fairness, nothing here is manipulatively dark or scary, 
it's just does weirdness with such sincerity that it jars you enough 
to make these well-crafted tunes seem monster movie-ish. Plus 
they have a skull on the cover. 


The Dagons "Upon the Dull Earth" (Dead Sea Catain) Weird 
subaquatic rock n roll incantations that mix garage surf-adelia 
with the music you would hear in your nightmare if you ate some 
hardcore Indian food your constitution couldn't handle, Forget 
Bieber Fever...all the kids will soon catch Dagon-orrhea! 


The Del Moroccos "Blue Black Hair" (Hi Style) For regulars of 
the last few decades of Chicago Rockabilly night (in all it's 
forms) or even curiosity seekers who just dropped in now and 
then, everyone in this group is such a familiar face that it's hard to 
believe this group would be better than a fun rootsy jam band. 
Seriously, how often could an all star group with the head 
honcho's ol’ lady singing be actually awesome? Well, at least 
once! This album is so much fun that you will be tossngn 
furniture aside and dancing like a wildchild after the first few 
bars, What's best here is that this manages to be super authentic 
50s-style Wanda/Collins Kids/Ronnie Dawson party rockabilly, 
yet never succumbs to sounding like dated, historical recreation 
work. This is contemporary super fun music as up-to-date as a 
Nicki Minaj guest rap, that just happens to feature songs 
previously performed by Big Maybelle, the Jades, and Bill Haley. 


The Demon's Claws "The Defrosting of" (In the Red) Unlike a 
monkey's paw (which always grants fucked up wishes) and that 
talking fish you free from the line (which usually is pretty stand 
up as far as wish granting), you never know what you'll get when 
you wish upon a Demon's Claw. These Montreal maniacs got a 
bilious brew of brimstone barbecued garage rock that actual 
boasts of Middle Ages demonic sonics -- they achieve their 60s 
sound by tapping into the 1360s! Best yet, everything sounds like 
it was recorded inside a cauldron! 


Dengue Fever "Cannibal Courtship" (denguefevermusic.com) 
When Dengue Fever formed a decade ago they were working a 
pretty solid (and by solid 1 mean excellent) gimmick: an L.A. 
band of groovy rock/soul/psyche musicians playing covers of 
vintage Cambodian rock songs (we took their work for it) fronted 
by Chhom Nimol, a lovely Cambodian chanteuse with a haunting 
voice. They took this gimmick every which way to Sunday 
(making a concert film of a Cambodian tour, curating Cambodian 
rock compilations, getting more people to listen to tunes sung in 
Khmer than anyone would have thought possible). But as the 
years have rolled on the band has introduced English songs, 
originals, and has ignored molds, crafting music that falls outside 
the different sonic ghettoes in which they originally placed 
themselves. What makes their new album so enjoyable, one might 
even say mesmerizing, is that while moving away from the 
limitations of gimmickry they have never abandoned the 
sensibility that says "novelty" is not a dirty word. They don't shy 
away from absurd lyrics, awesome clichés, knowing riffs on 
exoticism, and blatant references to everything from No Wave 
sax skronking, to Hair, to 60s spy movies, to Mayan apocalypse 
prophecy. Even the AMAZING title track seems to be making a 
bold, absurdist joke by having a weird love song make sideways 
references to Khmer Rouge soldiers practicing cannibalism in the 
60s. It is this sense of mischief, humor and fun that make even the 
straightforward tracks (like the non-English jam "Uku") pure joy 
"Cannibal Courtship" —- you'll eat it up! 

Diplomats of Solid Sound "What Goes Around Comes Around” 
(Pravda) To get what must be gotten out of the way when 
discussing any retro soul R&B live band these days: it'sbetter than 


Sharon Jones and the Dap Kings. Particularly because of the way 
this album does not simply showcase decent vocals and expect us 
to flip out for them. Although DSS features two strong female 
belters, | wouldn't say those ladies are fronting the band. Rather, 
I'd call the Diplomats an instrumental group in the Jr. Walker or 
Booker T mold, that just happens to feature some singing. Not to 
in any way belittle the gifts of Katharine Ruestow and Sarah 
Cram, who in addition to grooving harmonies also pull off the far 
more elusive skill of competently executing awesome Shangri- 
La-style talk raps. But the fun, hook-filled lyrics here just seem to 
be window dressing on deep, bottom-heavy jams. What I like 
even more is that every now and then the Dips dip into something 
outside of the R&B police's lineup -- was that a Santana riff 
there? This is funk-tional dance music! 


Thomas Dolby "Oceanea" EP (www.thomasdolby.com) I hate to 
review a press release rather than the music, but did you know 
that in addition to his memorable solo career as an eccentric synth 
wielding futuristic old time dandy in the early 80s Dolby tickled 
the electro-ivories on Foreigner's "Waiting for a Girl Like You" 
and Def Leppard’s "Pyromania" LP, plus he produced Whodini? 
I'm sure you didn't know he currently records on a solar and 
wind-powered 1930s lifeboat? The EP is a little less blow-your- 
mind-ish than those previous factoids. This nautically-themed 
(though alternative energy source lyrical reference free) three 
song suite features lush, peaceful, low key compositions that 
sound nothing like Dolby's 80s hits, yet demonstrates how 
distinctive a talent he is, as the vocals and synth lines are 
completely recognizable. As TD says, so poetically, "There are no 
fucking love boats?" Indeed. 





the dream syndicate "medicine show" (Water) Steve Wynn's 
voice is distinct and great. Kendra Smith is really awesome, but 
she left the band before this 1984 album came out (this reissue 
also includes the live EP from later that year), The music on here 
is textured and rich and good, I guess, But it's not particularly 
youthful or fun, which may be why I didn't like this record as a 
‘And maybe why I don't like it much more as an adult. 
Though I really do love Wynn's voice, and hadn't heard it in a 
while, so that was cool. 


Egypt Central "White Rabbit" (New Ocean) | looked at the 
photo of these guys and put this in the disc drive thinking I was in 
for some miserable noise, then I was kind of shocked, because 
right off the bat they were making challenging, non-commercial, 
unusual musical decisions. Then it just got better and better and 1 
began to re-access my preconceptions...just because these guys 
might have mook-ish, absurd hair and a predilection for alt-rock 
glamour boy posing doesn't mean they can't make genuinely 
good, smart, off-kilter music. Then the second song sounded 
downright brilliant...and kind of familiar, so I got suspicious. It 
turns out my itunes was playing the A-Frames from my library for 
some reason while showing the tracks for Egypt Central, After 
switching over the EC my prejudices were beyond justified. 
Simply awful, worse than their hair! I hope they are at least of 
Egyptian heritage, so that they don't have an outright awful name 
on top of the awful music, The moral...listen to vinyl, your record 
player never tricks you (though I did once play a children's 45 
about Barbie at 33 and was baffled and disturbed that she sounded 
like a chain smoking cancer patient, so that was sort of a trick). 


The Electricutions "Forgotten City" b/w "Days Like These" 
(Windian) That's what | call regression! | compared their last 
single to hardcore, but this record never even heard of the 80s, 
crafting Clash-ing 70s Brit-style catchy political punk that makes 
you want to revolt all over the fucking place! Electricutions = 
Capitalism Punishment! 












Eprhyme "Dopestylevsky" (K) This is definitely better than 
Ephryme’s last record, but necessarily more interesting. It used to 
be when he would rap fast he'd lose his way, and sound like a 
high school kid doing his best, and now his vocal dexterity is on 
point. However, I actually liked that patina of amateurishness, 
now he's got that kind of Frontalot nerdcore thing going on where 
he's being cerebral and avoiding tough guy ebonics, but he still 
sounds like he thinks he’s too cool for shul. I also certainly 
appreciate that the tracks are denser, tighter and better, but last 
time he was using all these klezmer musical cues and I'm not 
hearing that here. Not that I need Brooklyn Hassidic rappers to be 
Brooklyn Hassidic from sunup to sundown, but one of my fave 
things about my days in BK was seeing Orthodox teenage kids 
with their black hats cocked ace-deuce, knowing full well that 
they qualify as Brooklyn hipsters despite keeping it Kosher. Not 
that Eprhyme abandons any ethics or beliefs (this is fully 
righteous) and he never denies his heritage (destroyed temple 
metaphors abound and he gets gangster by boasting, "I go from 
polishing jewels to demolishing crews"). It’s just that I guess I 
prefer weirder records that are worse than badass records that are 
better. great cover art, btw! 


Eureka California "Modern times" EP (HHBTM) I like that they 
stay poppy and fun while still maintaining wall to wall dark 
creepiness. Should be called "EuFREAKa!" 


Exit Calm (Sonic Unyon) This record brings to mind shoegazers 
who look you direct in the eye and confront you musically, 
lyrically and right down to your soul. But if they did that, of 





course, they wouldn't be gazing at their shoes. So this is a hybrid 
shoegaze/eyeglare record! 


Faerie Wunderpuss "{=-0}" CD, Faerie Wunderpuss/Alla split 
LP (Faerie Wunderpuss.com) Considering the power and quality 
of Faerie Wunderpuss' recordings it's pretty amazing they still 
manage to remain obscure and mysterious in this town. 
Combining experimental psyche vibes with the slick intensity of 
industrial music (without any of that genre's ugly or grating-ness), 
the band (on these ornately packaged one and a half releases) 
hypnotizes and confuses. Several of the songs feature a woman's 
striking voice performing spoken word/abstract poetry over stark 
underground music, which could theoretically be building on the 
Chicago traditions built by Algebra Suicide and DA, but really 
isn't. Everything this band does, while certainly quoting, reacting 
to, and reflecting lotsa specific darkwave/punk/whatever tropes, 
seems sort of divorced from any specific precedents. Looking 
forward to more weirdness and art from these pusses. The Alla 
side of the split, by the way, is awesome. Way darker and weirder 
and dronier than any of their relatively jubilant prior releases, and 
it ends with a killer locked groove that could be used to either 
torture Guantanamo prisoners or make bees mate! 


Fangs Out "Speech Shadowing" (Exte) Somehow simultaneously 
sonically dense and minimalist, this dark duo is so spookily 
seductive I just haveta say, "Fang you very much!" 


Tony Fate “Half Virgin” (Vital Gesture) This CD of solo 
instrumentals kind of reminds me of that Steve Martin record 
where half the album is him doing comedy and half is 
straightforward bluegrass banjo music. This is in part because 
"Half Virgin" opens with two ace finger-pickin' old timey 
barnburners (the best tracks here) but also because hearing these 
spare, solo instrumental tracks from a man who is synonymous 
with crunching, balls to the wall guitar solos is as odd as hearing 
the Wild and Crazy Guy get all folksy. The make or break point 
that determines if you could be a Bellrays fan was always love or 
hate of nasty garage rawk guitar solos, so hearing all this 
delightfully dainty stuff from the Bellrays (and Grey Spikes and 
Reactors and a bunch of other bands) guitar slinger is a surprise 
treat, This disc features acoustic guitar, mandolin (played in a 
florid Spanish style), some slide stuff that sounds almost like 
Hawaiian slack, keyboard that sounds like Korla Pandit gigging at 
Pee Wee's Playhouse, and only one fuzzy rock tune out of 21. At 
times the rudimentary references to ethnic music styles borders on 
hokey, but for the most part this is a tremendously pleasant listen, 
Play this for your lady and she won't be half anything for long! 


Fiery Blue (Doubloon) Should be called Fiery GOLD because 
this singer/songwriter superteam's debut is hot and headed for the 
top! 

Flash to Bang Time "Lead Balloon" (HHBTM) I kept checking 
the vinyl to see if this weird Athens, GA post-Inside Out/pre- 
Caspar & the Cookies record was warped...and then I realized that 
by listening to it for a while it was my ears that became warped! 


Floored by Four (Chimera) Remember when Mike Watt made 
90 second songs? Remember when Nels Cline performed in a 
band that made him make boring music? Remember when Yuka 
Honda made cute songs about food? Remember when you didn't 
know who Dougie Bowne is? Well forget all those rememberings, 
because this art jam power quartet cleans the slate and builds a 
musical mountain that infects earholes like an alien virus while 
midwifing the birth of a new sound form and making writers 
nonsensically mix metaphors! Not exactly rock or noise or prog 
or jazz or jam or inside-out-Steely Dan-music, this is harder to 
describe than it is to heartily recommend. I only wish my 
description could be more florid by a fourth! 


The Flower Machine "Lavender Lane" (Rainbow Quartz) 
Should be called The Flour Cuisine because this psyche 
confection is sweeter than cake and cookies! 


Wil Forbis and the Gentleman Scoundrels "Shadey's Jukebox" 
(Rankoutsider) Forbis may not have the perfect voice for old time 
Western Swing music, but he also avoids all the embarrassing 
false twang that turns too much well-intended retro country into 
the equivalent of a hillbilly minstrel show. Instead, these 
scoundrels put together some fine lyrics, solid chops, and good 
intentions, and end up with sometimes funny, sometimes sad 
honky tonkers. 


Fresh & Onlys "Tell Me What You Want to Know" b/w 
"Nothing Ever Happens" (Hozac) Screw any psyche band that 
makes you feel like you're on laughing gas seeing pink clouds and 
smiling unicorns...1 want my trippy music to scare me silly... 
want spooky, dangerous, weird incredibly memorable songs to 
haunt me...I want music to make me paranoid and scared! Thank 
you Fresh & Onlys...for gloriously fucking up my brain! 


The Fresh & Onlys "play it strange" (in the red) On all the 
singles, cassettes, live shows, youtube clips, etc. that I have 
previously digested to get my daily doses of vitamins F&O this 
fine band has taken the standard retro garage vibe and roughed it 
up, fucked up, weirded it up, and spooked it. That maynot be the 
case here, as this is definitely their slickest production yet, a 
completely trash-rock free exercise in exquisite 60s-ism that does 
not transcend recreationism standards on first listen. However, 





each subsequent listen does make this sound less like a brilliant 
San Francisco underground 60s psyche pop band and more like 
the tortured souls of the ghosts of a brilliant San Francisco 
underground 60s psyche pop band that will tour this mortal earth 
until they avenge their deaths. Let's hope that does not happen to 
soon. 


Antonette G and the Golden Boys "S/T," "My Horseshow" b/w 
“Pretty Pictures" (Rodent) G's gets it going with galloping 
grooves, grazioso vocals, grass-roots genuineness, and girl group 
goodness. Great! 


Roy Gaines "Tuxedo Blues" (Black Gold[{Image]) Gaines is a 
Texas blues guitarist who has worked in about a thousand 
different situations: as the guitarist with the late R&B legend 
Chuck Willis (there's one promo picture of both Willis and 
Gaines together), session musician, lounge entertainer, toured 
with Harry Belafonte and Diana Ross, etc., and he was just 
talented enough to pull it all off. Fans of 1950's rock & roll might 
do well to hunt down "Skippy Is A Sissy," which made its' way 
onto Vol. | of the famed Sin Alley series. It's been smooth T-Bone 
Walker-ish blues that has been the closest to his heart, although 
he occasionally stretches out in other directions too. His newest 
album is his big band project (think Ray Charles, whose band 
Gaines once played in). This project is right on the jazz-blues 
fault line, with some odd curveball cover versions here and there, 
so if you want to complete your collection of Michael Jackson 
remakes, then a jazzy big-band rendition of "Rock With You" 
might be up your alley... 


Bob Geldolf "How to Compose Popular Songs That will Sell" 
(Mercury) It's a tribute to Geldolf's talents that these songs, a 
diverse group drawing from a broad palette of mature sounds, 
styles, and production techniques, actually sounds like a 
Boomtown Rats record. He was so together as a young man that 
he crafted music so distinct that you can hear it even when he 
takes wide turns. That may sound like a curse rathe than a 
blessing if you're trying to get away from something, but to me it 
made this record extra pleasant, 
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Gentleman Jesse and his Men "You've Got the Wrong Man" 
b/w "Stubborn Ghost" (Hozac) This is like an actual 45! Meaning, 
this a slab of vinyl with two jaunty Brit Invasion-style pop songs, 
‘one on eachside, that you would play on a phonograph over and 
over and be excited like a teenager to have the platter becuase the 
songs are great. Dick Biondi should be spinning the hell out of 
"Stubborn Ghost!" 


Get Help "The Good Green Earth" (Midriff) You know who 
should get help? Bruce Springsteen, and Neil Young, if they want 
to top these thoughtful, bold rockers! 


Giant Hand "Starting As People"(Empty Room) If this ultra 
earnest singer-songwriter was trying to trick consumers into 
coming to see him he shouldn't have picked as obscure a band as 
Giant Sand a his tool of trickery. He should have called himself 
Lady Haha. Or maybe Black Eyed Heas. Or New Hornographers. 


The Girls “Remote View” b/w “Lord Auch” (Hozac) These 
soldiers in the Tubeway Army unload to tubular musket blasts of 
timeless-wave rock perfection. I played this record over 50 times 
in a row. 


The Girls at Dawn "Back to You" b/w "WCK" (Tic Tac Totally) 
Girl Group pop harmony tunes doused and dripping with some 
kind of sinister slime that is intent on going on a Blob-like creep 
and destroy mission to corrosively dissolve Phil Spector's penis. 


Go Time! (Sound Gypsy) There it is! | was wondering where all 
the regular guy rock went. You know, rock n roll music for actual 
people who actually like to have a beer, have a good time, and 
hear some rock n roll. Hook-filled, driving, unpretentious, 
timeless stuff here...if they are playing at your comer bar don't 
dare miss ‘em, and if they're not, then be sure to get this CD 
ASAP, cuz you'll dig it. Or you ain't regular. 


Granicus "Thieves, Liars, and Traitors” 


(www.granicusmusic.com) Unbelievable timeless rock, a 
stoner/psyche/metal wonder full of multiple guitar-gasms. This 
sounds like Black Sabbath as a boogie rock band! It is, literally, 
possible to listen to this without picturing the band performing 
front of weird chromakey stuff on that German Beat-Club TV 
show. Apparently these are lost tapes from the early 70s, with 
newly recorded vocals, but if you told me this came from space as 
a gift from the Silver Surfer rock gods I'd believe that, too. 


The Gray Lions "Run Wild" (graylions.com) Marc Runbinstein 
did lightshows to accompany bands at the Filmore East in the the 
60s and 70s, and wrote and jammed some rock n roll on the side. 
Putting his rock n roll dreams aside for a few decades he got the 
fire relit when he attended Rock n Roll Fantasy camp and met 
Mark Hudson of the Hudson Brothers (not Kate Hudson's dad, the 
other one, who was also not the Emu, that was a puppet on their 
Razzle Dazzle variety show, not an actual brother). Hudson 
encouraged him to record his originals and helped produce this 
slick package of pure rockin' rock! Clever lyrics, inside out 
clichés, hot licks, big hooks, and dramatic vocals make these 
Lions' roars top notch.Can;t wait to see the lightshow! 


The Greatest Bits "Mega Man II" (TheGreatestBits.com) I have 
never played Mega Man 2, a Nintendo game from the early 90s, 
but anyone who played home or arcade games anytime between 
the late 70s and the mid 90s will recognize the vibe of 8-bit 
computer game music, not only because of the limitations and 
peculiarities necessitated by the technology, but because of the 
playfulness, drama, and (no pun intended) hack-ishness of the 
compositions, Greatest Bits remixes, re-imagines, spruces up, and 
plays around with this archival material (considered by some a 
classic video game soundtrack) and manages to keep everything 
sounding simultaneously cheap and blippy yet full and modern, 
Most importantly, as some of the more challenging 8-bit artists 
either ignore or choose to contradict, this sounds fun, and fun is 
what video games are supposed to be about. 


The Great Society Mind Destroyers/Dark Fog split 7" 
(Galactic Zoo Disc/Commune) GSMD do more constructing than 
destroying on their side, with trancy, joyful psychedelia that 
makes you want to marry your guitar and not wash your hair. 
Dark Fog, on the other hand, destroys the shit out of something, 
opening with jambling psyche before blasting it to sound-dust 
with an explosion of heavy death sludge that morphs into an 
obelisk of awesomeness, If Alice had these two songs on her 
Victorian iPod instead of those potions and edibles to consume, 
instead of growing and shrinking she would have just expanded 
and expanded again. 





Groove Junkies "In the Zone" (MoreHouse) If this release 
grooved me anymore then if | spun around naked and you put a 
stylus on me this exact music would emanate from an orifice! In 
the zone indeed! 


Grownup Noise "This Time with Feeling" (grownupnoise.com) 
Here's a tip...if you don't want to be boring try getting into 
Teenage or Little Kid noises. 


Ha Ha Tonka "Death of a Decade" (Bloodshot) I don't think it's 
their intention (especially not based upon the title and some 
lyrics) but Ha Ha Tonka’s finest achievement is to make Southern 
Rock sound happy, like music made by possibly well-adjusted, 
occasionally sober, regular folk. When it swells to Epic-ness (like 
on "Jesusita") this album can feel pretty grand and moving and 
jarring, but for the most part it just, despite itself, sounds kinda 
good and joyful (even when singing about lonely fortune falling 
or trying to send out an ominous Spaghetti Western vibe [though 
it gets oddly sombre when singing about "The Humorist"]). 
"Death of a Decade" is unwittingly the life of the party! 


The Hamburglars "Robble Robble Robble Robble" ep 
(hamburglars.com) It's not just that this is a masked band dressed 
in full Hamburglar costumes that makes this record the best 
Happy Meal toy ever. It's not just that they play ridiculous garage 
rock with blazing guitar so hot it would make Grimace spooge. 
And it's not that virtually every lyric to every song is "robble 
robble robble robble robble rbble robbel robble robble robble.” 
It's that they included a lyric sheet! 


Kip Harness "Resurrection Gold" (MAPL) Bob DULLyn. 
Jeff Healey Band "Get Me Some" (Eagle Rock) Jeff healed me! 


Heavy Times "No Plans" b/w "Ice Age" (Hozac) I love this 
record because it sounds like high teenagers playing songs they 
made up in their mom's garage yet the tunes are so hooky they 
also simultaneously sound like loose demos of Brill Building 
Monkee's tunes. Now that's Heavy! 


Hermit Thrushes“Slight Fountain” (SMK), “Wooded Blankets” 
(Single Girl Married Girl) These Time-signature Bandits sound 
like the best indie band on the Island of Misfit Toys. 


Herzog "Search" (Exit Stencil) This record is like one of those 
flicker things you get in Cracker Jacks that shows a totally 
different picture when you tilt it ever-so-slightly. This is 
simultaneously lovely, precious bedroom indie hoo ha and actual 
Midwestern get-you-there rock 'n' roll that you could play at a 
party. So sexy they should change the name to Hiz and Herzog! 








Richard X. Heyman "Tiers"/"And Other Stories" (Turn Up) It 
seems like a travesty that a man that would release hours (two full 
albums packaged together) of precious boring limp pop would be 
born with a Bo Diddley song for a surname. 


Gary Higgins "A Dream A While Back" (Drag City) Should 
change his name to Gary Haggis, because his music tastes that 
good! 

The High Dials "Anthems for Doomed Youth" (Rainbow 
Quartz) Considering that on this record these Canadian psyche 
popsters take the mind-expanding country-ish sound of the Byrds 
and make it grander, more expansive, and downright B-I- 
G...maybe they should change the name of the band to Big Byrd! 
Maybe not, too puppet-centric, and these captivating Canucks are 
nobody's puppets. They are not even the slaves to whatever herbs 
and hallucinogens fueled this epic, because despite being cloudy 
and trippy this recording could not be more together, meticulous, 
and focused. In fact, my only beef is that sometimes this is so 
solid and professional I could imagine U2 performing the songs, 
and bands should strive to never do songs that U2 would do. But 
that aside, I thank the dials on high that I am the oldest doomed 
youth to dig these anthems they made for me. 


High Llamas "Talahomi Way” (Drag City) So light and airy and 
sweet I believe Willy Wonka was involved in the 
production...watch out for that ceiling fan! I'd previously only 
heard the High Llamas cover band, Hello Alpacas, so it was 
awesome to hear how the real deal sounds. And awesoem that 
they sound like a millionaire's doorbell, 


Hinder "All American Nightmare" (Universal/Republic) | was 
ready to cringe when I put this on...years of rap/rock, NuMetal. 
shit that sounds like Creed and bad, bad Ozzfest 2nd stage acts 
made me figure that a new major label rock record wouldn't 
actually have any rock on it. But this record is completely 
unoffensive to rock loving ears, as this band mixes Southern rock 
sensibilities and late Motley Crue production in a way that 
actually rocks. Sure, there's so missteps (an anti-rap/pro-rock 
song that starts out like that Everlast hit, and an anti-pop music 
diva song that is surprisingly pro-Madonna). But as long as they 
don't protest too much about how they rock harder than rappers 
and girls these Oklohomers are pretty unhindered. 


Ernie Hines "Jesus the Christ Child,” "Everlasting Love" 
(http://www.colorfulmusicbabyblue.com/) Hines had a cup of 
coffee with Stax in the early 70s, so he has a lifetime soul 
passport , but don't expect funky, Bar-Kays-style electrified 
loving from his current stuff. These days Hines utilizes his 
expressive, at times beautifully frail voice to praise the Lord and 
even in his secular work, sing about righteous behavior. But 
remember, it ain't no sin to cash in, so here Hines has crafted two 
tunes with built in audiences. The first is a catchy Christmas song 
and the second is a love ballad perfect for weddings, Valentines, 
and anniversaries. We hear there's a bunch of reissues and new 
stuff brewing so keep your Hines alert on. 


Hipshakers Vol. 2 Scratch that Itch (Vampi Soul) This boss 
biscuit features 20 mostly danceable tracks from the King/Federal 
catalogue, almost all from the 60s, (an exception being the 1956 
burner "Buggy Ride" by pre-Dolemite Rudy Ray Moore). The 
lineup includes some big names (Willie Dixon, Hank Ballard, 
Freddy [pre-Freddie] King, and Amos Milburn), though with the 
exception of Otis Redding doing his legendary "Shout 
Bamalama," they're doing some pretty obscure numbers that I've 
never seen on comps. Granted, Eddie Kirk isn't doing the best 
monkey song, Freddy King's not doing the best Watusi (though 
he sure can wail on guitar), and "Scratch that Itch" is a pretty 
generic dance number, But the bands and the singers (especially 
the chip on her shoulder shouter Carol Ford and the whistling 
Titus Turner) elevate middle of the pack stuff to joyful jukebox 
music by sheer will and skill. This is a fun relic of an era when 
the jump/R&B/orchestra cats who were playing rock 'n' roll 
before there was rock 'n' roll were still working and didn't have it 
in them to successfully copy crossover stuff. 


The Hitmen "Dancing Time '78-'79" (Shock) I gotta admire this 
label. Last year I completely savaged a CD of this Aussie pub pop 
band's 80s output, dismissing it as hackery, then they go ahead 
and send me another double CD, which musta cost a mint in 
postage (the CD booklet alone weighs 23 ounces). Apparently 
they are not gluttons of punishment, but rather a label that lived 
up to their name by shocking me with a 70s sampling of Rob 
Kannis' post Radio Birdman project. Opening with some garage 
rock/doo wop/surf covers (produced by Deniz) this collection 
keeps up a poppy, punky, edgy, fun party music vibe that is 
genuinely killer. The best thing on here may be the live version of 
"Dancing Time" which is more Birdman/Saints or even 
Stooges/MC5 than anyything on the other Hitmen collection I 
heard. The crowd is rocking, the guitars are rumbling, and Johnny 
is cocky in a great way. There's also a killer live cover of "Shake 
Some Action." That they saw themselves as conduits of 60s 
garage and it's 70s spawn is what makes these rarities and live 
tracks so alive, and now my year of denigrating the Hitmen is 
dead. Have you ever heard of this awesome Australian band, let 
me tell you about them... 


Steve Hofstetter "Pick Your Battles" (Next Round) I like 





comedy. It makes me laugh. On occasion. And I like old comedy 
records. And I like Hofstetter because he pretends to be doing 
observational comedy but he's really just dropping short joke after 
short joke which puts him in the old comedy record tradition of 
masters like Redd Foxx, even if his dry, measured delivery never 
evokes Foxxian foxiness. Then again, he's pacing himself: 
standup is a five minute medium and the cat's got an hour to 
deliver here. I'm kinda tickled at how he seems so proud of his 
edginess, begging the crowd to react to abortion and cocaine bits, 
and even doing several jokes about how he's too dirty for little 
kids to hear, making it seem like he's just a big kid proud of his 
naughtiness. Which is, of course, the right thing to be proud of. 
Best joke: "If you do meth you lose your teeth, but you need teeth 
to say ‘meth. 


hollAnd"! Blow Up"(Teenbeat) 1/2 clinical electronic mechanical 
robot sex music and 1/2 spastical rocknroll caveman sloppy sex 
soundtrackl, this record will get you off at least half the time. 


Hot Cha Cha "Fantastic Static" (Exit Stencil) Should be 
called H/Tchacha! 


Hot Club of Cowtown "What Makes Bob Holler" (Proper 
American) I'm not saying this Bob Wills tribute is authentic to 
period, expertly executed, and true to source, but Hot Club of 
Cowtown makes Asleep at the Wheel sound like Klaus Nomi! 


Rollin Hunt “Criminal” b/w “Castle of Nothing” (Moniker) One 
thing that always made me less a fan of Brian Wilson than 
everyone else is that despite being a fascinatingly talented sonic 
explorer and a driven obsessive and crazy he actually seems to be 
coming from a kind of boring place and saying mundane things, 
even though he says ‘em in interesting ways, Hunt crafts obtuse, 
dense, sonically nutty stuff that maintains an amazing sense of 
pop hypnotic pull power, yet unlike Mike Love's cousin, he seems 
to be coming from someplace seriously weird and interesting, 
though I have no idea from where or why (or how). Keep Rollin! 


Idle Times "s/t" (Hozac) If bands like T.Rex, Cheap Trick, the 
Byrds, and, I don't know, let's say the Monkees, all had $5 
recording budgets and their vocalists were really sleepy (from 
earning the $5, presumably) and their master lacquers got warped, 
they could only hope to sound this good. Grand, triumphant, 
genre-non-commital lo-fi that manages to stay weird despite the 
grandiosity. Plus really good LP art. 


Invisible Hand (Funny/Not Funny) These hotties should be 
called Invisible Handsomes! 


Andrew Jackson “Feral Familiar" (www.andrewjackson.ca) 
Considering his Canadanism I think we can forgive this blues 
rocker for bearing the Jacksonian title without addressing battles 
with the Indians, slaves at the Hermitage, the War of 1812, and 
Manifest Destiny. In fact, the destiny this Canuck seems to be 
manifesting is to be the Jack White of the Great White North (the 
Great Jack White North?) Classic Rock to be! 


Jets Overhead "Bystander" (Vapor) Should be called 
“Bydancer,” because this will make you move! Kind of slowly 
and awkwardly, but it will make you move. 


The Jigsaw Seen "Bananas Foster" (vibro-phonic) Review Part | 
Jigsaw Seen craft some of the most tasty, aesthetic, excessive, 
classy psychedelic pop, combining an obsessive record collector's 
palette of perfect references with as insane artist's perfectionism. 
Ridiculous, but magnificent! Review Part 2; This packaging 
seems designed to make the corpse of Warhol slap his dead 
forehead and say, "why didn't I think of that!" Rather than a 
removable sticker of a banana on the sleeve this has a removable 
sticker that would be on a banana, plus a scratch and sniff 
element, a banana recipe, a pop art poster/lyric sheet, and 
magic! Ridiculous, but magnificent! 


Clarence "Jelly" Johnson "Low Down Papa’(Delmark) | am 
still more impressed and baffled by player piano technology than 
by any subsequent digital innovations. And this is not me being 
some kind of analog luddite, I just actually can't believe that over 
100 years ago somebody could play a piano and a roll of paper 
could record what he or she played and then you could roll it 
again and it would sound like that person jamming! That's like 
speaking into some toilet paper and then playing it back! That's 
better than anything your iphone does! Again, I'm not denigrating 
digital, the fine enhancements they seem to have done to make 
these 1920s "roll-cordings" by Chicago ivory ticker Johnson 
sound like he's in the room with you is 010100101-derful! (Ger 
it? "ONE-derful") While obviously the technological miracle of a 
piece of paper capturing the inflections and organic warmth of 
one the city's greatest blues pianists is baffling, whatever space 
age voodoo made it sound clean, new and warm is welcome in 
my book. The reason it was worth gushing over these audio- 
documenting marvels from either side of the millennium is that 
unlike a scratchy, hollow sounding 78 or a thin-sounding MP3 
you found online, this record really lets you hear the music, not 
the age or rarity or archival relevance of these songs. Tracks like 
the groovy "That's Your Yass, Yass, Yass," the lovely "Moanin' 
the Blues,” the slinky "Corn Trimmers" (I'm sure whatever that 
means is nowhere near as perverse as I imagine...but maybe | 
shouldn't be so sure), and the naughty title track sound grear...not 
important or ancient or historical or museum-ish...just great! Must 
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be Jelly, ‘cause jam don't play like that! 


Jukebox Zeros "City of Bother and Loathe" ep (Rank Outsider) 
Goes from zero to Rock the Fuck Out of Your Face in .03 
seconds. Trashy punk rock'n'roll, when properly executed, is 
pretty much untouchable, so there's not much to say outside of 
full-fledged, drunken endorsement . If you don't like Dead Boys 
or Ramones or Crime or Roky or Sonny Vincent than maybe you 
won't like this, but definitely you are stupid 


Ivan Julian "the naked flame" (00 02 59) I've been getting so 
many "mature" adult-ish records by former punk rockers 
(especially folks from the arty New York circles, or revered Brits, 
both scenes that Julian was a part of as guitarist in Richard Hell 
and the Voidoids and as a contributor to the Clash's "Sandinista") 
so | actually put this aside a few weeks before spinning it. Big 
mistake! I wasted weeks of my life that could have been enriched 
by this youthful, intense, wild, rave up of a record. Julians smoky, 
resonant voice is both one of a kind and very close to the bluesy 
slur all rock n roller strive for, guitars and drums on this are 
fucking insane. There's a creepy Bad Seeds/Beasts of Bourbon 
vibe to the production/vocal reocrding, but there are so many left 
turns here I hate to say this is any one thing. There's punk, there's 
garage rock, there's No Wave ("A Young Man's Money" is 
garage/No Wave simultancously!), there's art rock, there's rousing 
rock, there's freakout dance music. Maybe there are a few 
moments on this that come off as possibly academic ("You Is 
Dead" comes off as a cerebral foray into minimal bloody bluesy 
balladry) but most of the album is totally visceral. This 
awesome record! 


Julius C. “OK, OK" (juliusc.com) Render unto me some 
awesomeness! Pop so rich and creamy that I poured it on my 
salad! 

Ted Russell Kamp "Get Back to the Land" (Dualtone) If he 
keeps channeling classic country twang and bang with this level 
of joy and skill he can sing at my Kamp-fire anytime! 





K-Holes (Hozac) Half haunted house soundtrack/half audio drug 
trip, this is an album that you may not remember any details about 
after you're done listening to it, but your brain will be 
significantly altered. The "K" stands for "kinda hazy about what 
the hell just happened here." 


Kidnappers "Will Protect You" (Alien Snatch) You have to be 
pretty fucking golden to sing English love lyrics about short skirts 
and cigarettes in a German accent and not sound sinister, That 
these Teutonic toetappers never bring to mind Col, Klink fronting 
Material Issue is testament to some powerful power pop powers! 


Kidneythieves "tryptofanatic" (kidneythieves.com) Should be 
called 37minutethieves, cuz I ain't getting that time back, 


Kill Kurt Reifler "Sure As the Swing of a Pendulum" (no label) 
This slinky, kind of creepy porno soundtrack/blues attack made 
me feel kind of inebriated and caused several teeth to fall out 
Translation; awesome! 


Kevin Kinsella "Great Design" (ROIR) The 10 Foot Ganja Plant 
dude expands his repertoire (is he now 12 feet?) to add some 
soulful, phreak pholky, vibes that maintain a mellow while 
injecting a thrill here and there, Much better than Tim Kinsella’s 
postmodern reggae work! 


Knux “She's So Up” (RCRD LBL) Not surprising that an act 
named after the sound Curly of the Three Stooges is so famous 
for would make music that was funny, though their one liners 
never forego cool for comedy. What is surprising is how well 
they reference the fourth Stooge, Iggy, by incorporating a heavy 
rock loop so effortlessly. While there is a slight patina of novelty 
record here, don’t expect these cats to go the way of 
Afroman...this hot single is a knukout! 


Joe Lally "Why Should I Get Used To It" (Dischord/Tolotta) 
Thinking about the previous Lally solo albums and the last tour I 
saw him on (backed by the underrated Capillary Action) 1 would 
have to say this album is less weird sounding than expected. And 
while normally less weird would equal less good in my book 99 
out of 100 times, this is a 1% situation where less weirder + more 
gooder, Getting downright funky, jazzy, poppy, and hypnotic, 
Lally uses the trick of crafting things with real musical hooks and 
adeptly inserted bells and whistles (including snatches of 
handclaps and Tull-flute) to make the medicine of heavy lyrics go 
down smooth. Sure he might go from Bowery punk to jazzbo 
meandering without warning, but everything on here sounds like 
a hit. Well, maybe a weird hit. But a /ess weird hit than expected, 


Tim Larson & the Owner Operators "A New Deal" 
(theowneroperators.com) This record is so Bridgeport it smells 
like polish sausage, has a White Sox flag on its car and voted for 
Daley in 2011. These downbeat tales of the working man done 
wrong ain't gonna brighten your day, but might make you love 
your brother man more. 

The Last Relapse "Machine" (thelastrelapse.bandcamp.com) The 
Last Relapse play measured, jarring, genre-defying music that 
resonates and vibrates with weird energy that makes you want 
this relapse to last. 


The Laureates "Spells" (Funambulist) It's ironic they named this 


record "Spells," because when I reviewed their last release 1 
spelled "Laureates" many times that I've been so 
anxious spellchecking this time that I missed the first two songs 
But I will definitely go back and listen, because these bouncy yet 
vaguely ominous pop gems are spelled "A-W-E-S-O-M-E!" 


wrong so 


Leper Pony "June Blue Larkspur" (Koala Syndicate) I listened to 
"June Blue" and thought, "I guess lepers have to keep things 
mellow or parts fall off." Then I listened to "showered in a hail" 
and I thought, "Yeah, I'd be pissed off and loud if I found out I 
was a leper." So I guess what live learned here is that leprosy is 
complicated. And ambient noise rockers are moody 


The Loaded Nuns (Zodiac Killer) This label is known (by me at 
least) for releasing Confederacy of Scum-type bands and a few of 
the 527 Electric Frankenstein releases so I sorta knew what to 
expect, and I'm pleased to say that even though every Antiseen 
inspired groups always meets a minimum standard of rockingness 
just by nature of their DNA, this is better than it has to be. While 
maintaining nasty trashiness and damaging velocity Loaded Nuns 
also manage to display serious rock ‘n’ roll class. Sure they cuss 





and sing about drinking and nasty sex, but they sure approach 
rockin’ 'n' rollin’ with some kind of sober fidelity because 
everything sounds tight, right, and outtasite. Do you know how 
many Kentucky punk trash bands with naked nun suicide album 
covers are better than this one? Nun! 








Trey Lockerbie "Light (treylockerbie.net) 


Lockerbie "Light Therapy 


Therapy” Trey 
Lone Star Hippie (myspace.com/lonestarhippie) This is a great 
take on psychedelia, considering how many Freak Folkers are 
making psyche seem like it has to be boring and arty, This is three 
parts Skynyrd, one part jam band, a jigger of blues rock, and six 
strings of guitar choking that qualifies as trippy while never 
losing muscle. If this band wouldn't rule the stage in the bar you 
drink at then you need to find a new bar 


Los Explosivos "Sonidos Rocanrol" (Get Hip) Contemprary 
Mexican garage rock so ridiculously furious, trashy, awesome, 
and (I suppose) explosiv, it will make you reenact Aztec rituals! 
This record even gets the Get Hip ultimate stamp of approval 
when Cynic vocalist Michael K. sits in, Of course he gets blown 
away by the Spanish howling of Ernesto, who sounds like he's 
One of 





been sucking down habeneros and Tecates for 72 hours. 


my fave records of the last year! 





he Lou Grassi Band with Marshall Allen "Live at the Knitting 
Factory Volume 1" (Porter) Grassi’s is an earthly drummer, his 
hypnotizing beats seemingly emanating from a rainforest or 
jungle somewhere, where they lead an ancient civilization of jazz 
aborigines on a mission that will either be completed when they 
dress a giraffe carcass or when they score a Jim Jarmusch film 
Marshall Allen is from outer space, his sax and flute sending 
signals to his interstellar armada telling them to conquer earth, but 
leave Manhattan alone until we finish this hot set. Put earth and 
space together and what do you get? Atmosphere! 


Charlie Louvin "The Battle Rages On" Let me preface this 
review by first saying we have lost one of the true greats with 
Louvin's passing, and also that I wrote this before he moved on to 





great beyond, so my opinions were colored more by his pre-death 
immortality than his post-death immortality. What is absolutely 
perfect and magical about this theme album of songs about 
soldiers and war is that it does not fall into the Johnny Cash 
"American Songs"/Jack White revives the greats/moderned-up 
old legend g This is a genuine old time record. 





enre a collection 





of patriotic, sentimental, sometimes corny 
maudlin, never hip, perfectly real tunes of dead young men, evil 
foreign villains, sad widows, Red, White & Blue, bravery, fear, 
and unwavering love of country. "Dear God keep America free” 
is a lyric that will never again be sung with the sincerity of 
Louvin's fragile, beautiful voice. Rage on forever Mr, Louvin! 


always sincere, often 





Love Boat "Love is Gone" (Alien Snatch) Another helping of 
lighthearted, heavy-hooked teen bubblegum from these nautical 
no-goodniks. If you don't love every second of this you need a de 
Grinching of you shriveled soul 





Gary Lucas & Gods and Monsters "The Ordeal of Civility" 
(Knitting Factory) Lucas, known for his guitar wizardry on those 
two awesome 80s Beefheart albums, leads this group that's so 
"downtown" I wouldn't be surprised if his original plan was to 
clone 5 John Luries as a backing «band. But when blatant 
downtown-ery is Icombined with an innovative fingerman like 
Lucas sincerely strange and wonderful soundwork springs forth 
That an overall guiding aesthetic seems to be housing moments of 
sonic weirdness within extremely pleasant, super accessible songs 
makes the party all the better 














Son Lux "We Are Rising" (Anticon) Lon Sux 


Tim Mahoney "Live From the Sky" 
great idea for Mahoney to release a live album, because there's 
few things as persuasive as hearing a crowd freak out as each 
song title is announced, sing along with choruses, and generally 
be pretty convincing that each and every song is their favorite 
There are some specific female hoots and hollers that keep 
popping up at every lull, but if Mahoney was planting a wife in 


(timmahoney.com) It was a 





the audience to move the crowd than he must be a polygamist 
because it's at least three chicks who keep losing it. And you can 
see why the fans dig Tim: he has the kind of chops that would 
have made him a giant on the college circuit in the days when the 
Hooties and Dave Matthewses were making millions. The Sky is 
not the limit! 


Mama Rosin Together with Hipbone Slim & the Kneetremblers 
(Voodoo Rhythm) Wild English bluesabilly meets spooky Swiss 
Cajun combo and the results are greater than the sun of their 
parts, yielding low-key, high impact, sublime strangeness, These 
Europeans don't so much fetishize American rural music as they 
do practice it as a religion, and this is their authentic, sincere 
gospel music. Their squeezebox/shuffle version of "California 
Sun" (or "Louisiana Sun," as it's re-named here) sounds like a 
million Euros! 





Mannequin Men "Hobby Girl" b/w "See Saw" (Hozac) If these 
songs were on the soundtrack of the 1987 ribald magical comedy 
"Mannequin" (or, alternately, 91's "Mannequin 2: On the 
Move") starring Andrew McCarthy, Kim Catrell and Meschach 
Taylor as Hollywood Montrose, the sassy, gay, black friend, I not 
only would watch that movie religiously, but would likely still 
maintain masturbation fantasies about fashion mannequins come 
to life. But seriously: this band is in Chicago's Top 3 best and I 
love everything by them. And both better than 
Yothing’s Gonna Stop Us Now," from "Mannequin." 





songs are 








Phil Manzanera "The Music 1972 - 


2008," "Diamond Hea 

(manzanara.com)Manzanera is a guitar hero to many guitarists, 
but he clearly played with too much elegance and class to become 
a household name amongst the air guitar-ing lumpen. As Roxy 
Music's axman, and an Eno collaborator, Phil (a songwriter as 
well) can take solace in the undeniable fact that he crafted music 
that had more influence on the new wave/alternative/underground 
est guitar wankers comboned. And he can 
| good about getting a nice retrospective box set and archival 
reissue on the market, The reissue of his “75 solo debut (a record 
I've never seen before) is about 1/2 instrumentals, and they are 
OK, but it wasn't like Phil was lead guitarist in a group with 
wailing solos, so these are really tracks based on nice rhythm 
guitar structures that could use a little more embellishment then 
they get here. The vocal tracks, especially the standout, "Big 
Day," sung by Eno, are much more satisfying. To be clear, 
everything on here sounds virtuoso and musically posh, it's just 


scenes than all the bi 
fe 








easier to dig the vocal stuff. Though two tracks from "Diamond 
Head” make the retrospective box, "Big Day" does not, so my 
brother, you gotta buy both. The first two discs contain 25 career 
spanning tracks, including cuts he played on Roxy, lotsa 
interesting solo stuff, and "Needles in the Camel's Eye" from 
"Here Come the Warm Jets" (which I bet you haven't listened to 
in ages). It ends with a DVD featuring a documentary on PM I 
was too exhausted to watch (after hours of satisfying CD 
listening), but it also has cool live and promotional stuff from 
over the years that I was really feeling. Or should I say Phil-ling 
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Marshmallow Coast "Seniors & Juniors Strikes Back" 
(HHBTM) The elephant in the room is my confession that I don't 
really care for the Elephant 6 bands too much and even though 
this remake of a decade old album (with way worse cover art this 
time) has some groovy moments -- particularly the ghost 
keyboards on "Livin' in the Shadows" -- it just don't move me. 


The Matadors “Get Down from the Tree” (Munster) Czech 
yourself before you wreck yourself, or more likely wreck your 
furniture dancing around your living room to these 60s 
beavpsyche/soul-ish tracks from what I'm being told was 
Czechoslovakia's top band in the late 60s, Highlights here include 
the Seeds-esque "Don't Bother Me," the bouncy title track, a 
spaced out groove explosion of a "Shotgun" cover, a go go 
dancing version of the Popeye cartoon theme song, and a super 
heavy track called "Malej Zvon Co Mam," and you all know what 
that means! (According to my golem friend it means "our 
Budweiser kicks your Budweiser's as "), I don;t want to act like 
this is the greatest lost band of all time, burt I do want to 
guarantee that if you trac this down you will find at least 4 or 5 
songs that will blow your gourd! 





Maybe It's Reno (Teenbeat) "Unrest" spelled backwards is 
"“tsernu, and this gorgeous, rich, weird sound thingy by former 
Unrest-er Bridgit, has her demonstrating some serious tsernus, if 
you know what I mean. This is the happiest sad music you've ever 
heard, this is kind of ridiculously beautiful, and this is what a 
magic music box would play. Maybe it's Awesome! 


JD McPherson "Signs & Signifiers" (Hi-Style) What's 
happening to Chicago? We're gonna have our first non-South Side 
mayor in forever, and now the best tune written about local chicks 
in decades is called “North Side Gal?" I would think we could at 
least expect a singer named McPherson to be from Bridgeport or 
Beverly. But that aside, this killer album is as solid a slab of 
vintage rock ‘n' soul you'll be hearing from any corner of any city 
anytime soon, With ace production work by Jimmy Sutton, and 
with JD providing classic songwriting and a strong, soulful voice, 
this old time rockabilly/R&B gem never brings to mind hokey 
oldies sock hop poodle skirt goofiness but instead delivers some 
true to heart joys and aches. If he's this good he can sing about a 
Winnetka Gal for all I care and I'll still be on board. 


Meercaz “s/t” LP, “Space Hate” 12” (Tic Tac Totally) This 
beautiful vinyl reissue of Meercaz' 2009 debut Gulcher CD gives 
aesthetic weight to already heavy awesomeness. It sounds like the 
best Detroit proto-punk on way better drugs, creating a cloud of 
amorphous rock that makes you want to float way peacefully and 
spasm at the same time. The 12" EP sounds like Danzig fronting 
Hawkwind! Gave me a Meercgasm! 








Me First and the Gimme Gimmes "Go Down Under" (Fat) 
MFFATGG make records where they do pop punk style covers of 
popular songs in different genres/themes, and the albums are 
usually fun and sound like they're fun to make. But what I really 
like on these records is when one of the songs they choose to 
cover reveals itself to be so powerful and well crafted that not 
only is the cover version something special but it actually proves 
incontrovertibly how great the original artist was. While nothing 
here approaches their cover of Dolly's "Jolene" (certainly the song 
in the Fat catalogue that gets the most consistent spins in the 
house) the winner here is definitely Rick Springfield. The Air 
Supply song shows how that group's harmonies are as important 
as the composition, the Olivia Newton-John song proves her to 
have a pretty lucky lady to have ruled the charts with that 
material, but the Working Class Dog himself, Mr, Mission Magic, 
Dr. whatever his name was on General Hospital, proves himself 
to be punk-worthy, kickass, and inspiring, and after Springfield 
hears this version I bet he adds to "I've Done Everything For You, 
You've Done Nothing For me," the poignant postscript, "...fuck 
Sorry to report no Pendulum, Kylie Minogue or Rolf "Tie 
Me Kangaroo Down, Sport" Harris included 


The Mighty Grasshoppers (Vital Gesture) Grasshoppers, 
Asshoppers, or cashhoppers - nobody rides for free. And the real 
price to pay for riding along with this band is having to listen to 
the underdash 8-track blasting the kind of 60s/70s style rock 'n' 
roll that's never been considered the coolest by the punk kids 
Dave Edmonds, Creedence, the least bluesy British Invaders, 
even some early Tom Petty. And baby, it's worth it! 








you, 








Miracle Parade "Hark!...and other lost transmissions" (Little 
Record) Blander than Miracle Whip. 


Mojo Monkeys "blessings & curses" (www.MojoMonkeys.com) 
Should be called Mojo MONEYS because this bluesy rock n roll 
roots magic sounds like a million bucks! 


Monotonix "Not Yet" (Drag City) Since they are now twice as 
wild and raucous and rocktastic as their last record they should 
change their name to STEREOtonix! 


Moonlight Towers "Day is the New Night" (Chicken Ranch) 
Hiding behind beards, an Austin address, and tinges of twang, 
Moonlight Towers are camouflaged as Americana practitioners 
when they are actually just straight up rock n rollers, making 
poppy, danceable, meaty groovers for kids that may not know 
that's what they need, but damn sure are gonna get it. This is what 








EEE 


you're supposed to be doing with those guitars! 

The Morlocks “Play Chess” (popantipop) Assuming these are the 
same Morlocks that have been around forever, then the Morlocks 
have been around forever, and it was inevitable that eventually 
they would get around to regressively genuflecting in front of the 
Chess catalogue. Tackling Bo Diddley, Howlin’ Wolf, and even 
Chuck Berry Tunes less concerned with reverence for the 
originals and more concerned with capturing the crazy fantasy 
magic vibe that haunts the grooves of those platters, these 
creatures manage to make chestnuts sound intimidating again, 
using a more ominous, Link Wray-ful approach than the Rolling 
Stones or Manfred Mann ever thought about. If these cats were 
busking on Maxwell Street circa 1956 they would scare way all 
the bargain shoppers. 

Motionless in White "Creatures" (Fearless) Darkwave 
melodiculousness that combines the best and worst parts of the 
contemporary definitions of metal, goth, industrial, emo, death, 
hardcore, and other stuff you can get t-shirts for at Hot Topic. If 
you took out the melodic human singing and just left the Cookie 
Monster and shriek scream parts and the pummel! drumming and 
monster themes and weirdness stuff I'd be pretty on board, But as 
it stands I think I have to concede that I am not man enough to dig 
extreme music with parts where a guy sings like a sensitive pussy. 
The Movements "Come on Kommando!" b/w "We Want the 
Cot" (www.themovements.com) When a ragtag soccer team in a 
lowly German league asked the Movements to write their team 
anthem perhaps they were hoping for a completely non-sporty 
Farfisa-infused psychedelic freakout that would disorient and 
baffle their opponents. Instead they got a perfect fight song, a 
bizarre marriage of psyche and pub rock, which still has a drug 
haze about it and enough organ orgasms to confuse the other 
team's goalie, but also has glam-inspired chant potential and 
military percussion that may actual make it functionally 
inspirational! 


Munly & the Lupercalians "Petr & the Wulf” (Alternative 
Tentacles)This sounds like one long theme song for a 
Wiccan/Were-warlock telenovela on the Renaissance faire-circuit 
equivalent of cable (maybe such a thing involves Punch and Judy- 
style puppets and, if you pay for HD, mushroom distribution). 1 
am not implying that this falls into any lame poseur Wiccan/were- 
warlock scene...this is hardcore! 


Musicband (mysoace.com/musicbandmusic) Political punk 
anthems that remind me of what Billy Bragg might have sounded 
like if he was squatting with Crass. Not that this sounds too much 
like Billy Bragg or Crass, just that I really believe if Bragg lived 
with those cats he would have this edge. 


Mutts “The Tells of Parallels (muttsmusic.com) Mike Maimone 
should be one of the singer-songwriter types painting moody 
portraits of eccentric characters in a piano bar somewhere. But 
instead he decided to tell the same tales, or fragments thereof, 
with an ominous, driving, occasionally funky, killer rock band 
that makes stranger music become danger music. Should be 
called Butts because this kicks ASS! 


Natural Selections Vol. 1 (Umbrella Tree Records) North 
Carolina has a post-punk explosion and this compilation absorbed 
the brunt of the blast. Best bands ar ethe Spandrels, Balloon Wars 
and Pallas Cats, but best name is Machiavillains, because it takes 
balls to have a name that invokes Tupac, Madlib and MF Doom, 
and them play literate proggy postpunk. 

Zach Nelson "Wicked Work It Out" (Porter) This sounds like it's 
taking place inside Nelson's head not only because it's strange, 
playful, personal, stream of conscious-ish, and unfiltered, but also 
because if memory serves me, I'm pretty sure these are the exact 
acoustics inside Zac Nelson's cranium. 


Mickey Newbury “American Trilogy" (Drag City) Who knew 
Mickey Newbury could sing as good as he could write? 1 guess 
anyone who bought his LPs in the early 70s knew, but did anyone 
buy his LPs? Well, maybe he was not as good a singer as a writer, 
but he was pretty damn good, his melodramatic readings of his 
own words more than compensating for any vocal limitations. 
Funny thing here, Otis Blackwell and everyone always said Elvis 
just copied demos verbatim, but for the title track here Elvis 
actually had to tone down the drama of Newbury's version. This 
is a sampler from a four disc set releasing all his records and a 
bunch of extra rarities/demos etc, which may be for diehards 
only, but this taste really did make me want to hear the album 
tracks, What would Newbury filler sound like? All I have to say 
is, the Newer the bury the sweeter the juice! 


Nihilist Cunt "You're Next..." Suburban White Trash) If this 
label is just signing up bands because they have dirty names it 
seems to be a good strategy, as they somehow snagged some of 
the most vicious hardcore acts I've heard in years. This band's 
sounds and politics seems to fall somewhere between the crust of 
Nausea and the radical nastiness of Born Against, but singer 
Becca Berk's bile-laced bellowing is so distinct it makes NC 
sound like leaders rather than followers. I can't remember the last 
time I cared enough to actually pull out the lyric sheet and see 
what the songs are about. 


Ninja Gun "Roman Nose" (ninjagun.com) Forlom folkish 
country-tinged story songs that make you long for... a). human 
contact b). more music from this moving Georgia act c). that the 
band hadn't stuck with the bandname they carved in their desk 
when they were 11 dreaming about playing Warped Tour. 


Dan Nobacon and the Bad Things “Woebegone” (Verbal 
Burlesque) It's hard to choose the best thing about the gruff, vivid 
storysongs of former Chumbawumber and Pine Valley 
Cosmologist Nobacon (not to be confused with Nobunnycon, the 
annual gathering of the masked garage popster’s fans, or 
Mo'bacon-con, the bacon lovers convention). But I'll go out on a 
limb and say that what I really love is how when he does his full- 
on Tom Waits channeling Nobacon's voice actually sounds more 
like Bobcat Goldthwaite's, and even better, his sensitive singing 
voice sounds eerily like Austrian monster-rocker Beat-Man. 


No Mor Musik (UgExplode) Feral free metal that eats your 
carcass from the inside. Fluctuates between the kind of 
minimalism you could mistake for an insect buzzing near your ear 
and the kind of abject improvisational excessive fury that can kill 
its enemies with sound. Despite the artists (Nondor Nevai, Weasel 
Walter, Maslak) literally screaming on the disc about hating 
“conceptual bullshit" this record elevates conceptual bullshit to a 
new consciousness, or mnon-consciousness, where human 
instrumentalists somehow become possessed by rabid canine 
souls and play on despite the limited dexterity of blood and 
mouth-foam encrusted paws...or perhaps “cause of it. Mor please! 


Noodle Muffin "Karmic Bitchslap," "Time to Retox""Karmic 
Bitchslap," "Time to Retox" (Fyoog State) | am completely 
befuddled that despite their dumb name, despite messing around 
with some odious styles (jokey 80s retro, pop punk, whatever it is 
Smashmouth does), and despite them thinking "Cuntservative" is 
an acceptable song title, | am actually charmed by Noodle 
Muffin. The way they never get hung up on punchlines but rather 
commit to a song’s humorous theme and then just jump into it 
head first, the way the singer's voice never gets too aggressive 
(which keeps the humor from getting ugly), and the pleasantly 
jarring jumping around from style to style (even to the 
Smashmouth sound) made me totally not hate these guys. And a 
tribute to Billy Bob Thornton that sounds better than all the Billy 
Bob Thornton recordings is a nice bonus. 


North Elementary "Southern Rescue Trails" (307 Knox) 
Moody, mellow, fuzzy guitar/keyboard pop that's so beautiful, 
spooky, and seductive you will want to marry a guitar or a 
keyboard, or if you're old school Mormon, both. 


Notekillers "We're Here to Help" (Prophase) There are power 
trios, and then there are nuclear power trios, exploding with 
unimaginable force, unleashing heretofore unknown chaos, and 
randomly mutating everything in their triumphantly poisonous 
path. This is such a trio! 

NRBQ “Keep the Love Goin’” (Clang) Although the lineup they 
had from the 70s thorough the 90s wasn't the actual original late 
60s lineup, I always saw NRBQ as an act like the Four Tops or 
the Dells, where the chemistry and truth of the classic lineup was 
one of the most magical elements. Unfortunately, when Tops 
stopped spinning on this mortal coil at first it was cool when they 
went on as a trio, but it just started to sound wrong and bad as 
original voices were absent or replaced. I don't think the Dells 
have performed since Johnny Carter's death, which makes sense. 
But there's no doom to report about the new phase of NRBQ. The 
great, great, great news to report is that they are excellent and are 
making fantastic music. Why shouldn't they? Terry Adams has 
been playing with the fine Terry Adams Quartet for years and 
though some may bristle at the recent name change from TAQ to 
NRBQ, I applaud this. Terry Adams can buy three goldfish and 
tour as NRBQ and if you refuse to see the show you are going to 
miss some primo entertainment, cuz Adams knows how to move 
a crowd. Chicagoans will be a bit biased about the new band 
because local boy made good Scott Ligon is exerting his 
influence on this Newer Rhythm Blues Quartet, and anyone who 
watched him tear up local stages for years can hear his writing, 
style, and chops driving this great CD. In fact, on the hot opener 
(a tribute to Boozoo Chavis) you can even hear Adams picking up 
a few musical tricks from Scott's brother Chris (Adams recently 
put out a Chris Ligon retrospective CD). But the best thing about 
this CD is that it's timeless and fun, which is the argument I've 
often heard about why NRBQ belong in the RocknRoll Hall of 
Fame. Adams and his co-horts, old and new, have always tapped 
into something that makes their music never sound dated and 
never sound dull. I hope Terry Adams VIII is leading NRBQ in 
the year 3010! 


Oars (Fanatic) Should be called "OARifices” because this strange 
pop really gets inside you. 

OBN III "Runnin on Fumes” ep (Tic Tac Totally) This is the 
kind of trash rock that if you played it for skid row-ish Bowery 
punk bands in the 70s they would have been scared to go to 
whatever neighborhood these guy were from. And they should be, 
because these are Texans, meaning they can handle just as many 
drugs and venereal diseases as New Yorkers, but they know how 
to shoot guns better. This is primal, ridiculous, driving, slop rock 
that will give you something so nasty that it would scare 3 


OB/GYNs, thus the band name. 


Old Man Markley "Guts N' Teeth" (Fat) OMM's aggressive 
bluegrass with some punkish drumming adds youthful appeal to a 
genre that always had a weird youth element (every bluegrass or 
fiddling fest I've ever attended has had strange family bands with 
can't-shave-yet teens sounding like seasoned Bill Monroe 
sidemen, perfectly vocalizing murder ballads with the same weird 
detached look in their eyes Michael Jackson always had as little 
kid). There are at least three things that make this band really 
stand out. Ist is the vocalist's staunch refusal to affect a fake 
hillbilly drawl, instead utilizing the phrasing and tone of pop 
punk/emo singing, which is rarely a style to aspire to, but it was a 
good move here. 2nd is the band's rejection of formula. Some 
songs are punked up bluegrass, some are straight up traditional, 
and some are nicely minimalist (the title track is just acoustic, 
vocal harmonies, and a squeezebox solo). And 3rd: everyone 
loves fiddles! 


the oops "Taste of Zimbabwe" (Slovenly) This is some seriously 
hardcore hardcore, getting everything right about 80s regional 
superspeed punk, but making it all a little better, because it 
sounds angrier than most of the post-Black Flag Cali bands, but 
way funnier than the super angry humorless New York bands. 
Every song is about 4 seconds long and every one is better than 
the last, My old ears can't quite make out what they're saying (has 
technology still not figured out how to put a Xeroxed semi-legible 
typewriter typed or hand-written single spaced lyric sheet in a 
CD? ) but I think there's lots of sex and that they are mad about 
something! This record goes Oops upside your SOCIETY! 


Orca Team "Vancouver B.C." EP (HHBTM) Orca-rific! Twangy 
garage/surf/beat pop as bare minimal as a bedroom Casio cat and 
as big as teen combo at peak power rocking a high school dance.” 


O. Rex "My Head's in '73!" (Gulcher) If this release left out the 
two CDs and the case contained nothing but the front cover photo 
of a no-chance-in-hell-to-make-it trio of incongruous dudes 
looking more confident and badass than any arena rockers ever 
did, this would still be my favorite release of the year. "My 
Head's in '73" contains about fifty (!) early 70s ultra no-fi tracks 
of DIY garage metal punk | trash mush that is so intense, pure, 
and ridiculous that you'll want to start an O. Rex cover band. In 
fact, | want to start a band that covers their cover versions (their 
stakes on Cream and Seeds songs made me cream my seed). I 
guess I'm supposed to have heard of them before and be excited 
about this release because O. Rex had a coveted single (included 
here), had a future Gizmo in the band, and became Afrika Korps, 
but this is my first O. Rex exposure and the mix of genuinely 
funny songs, a few kind of moving rock anthems, and a bunch of 
pure rock 'n' roll, blow me the fuck away. I wish I had the words 
to convince you to buy this, but I'll leave it simply at BUY 
THIS! 

Orphan/Dopebody split LP (Black Tent) Orphan makes sonic 
sludge soup that tastes of husky spices, demon blood, something 
oddly metallic, chutney, and a hint of cumin. Dopebody play 
urgent, scary, angular gnome-punk, seemingly recorded in a 
subterranean lair, and likely to lead an army of mole people to 
decimate society as we know it. So basically, if you play this 
record for your date, better have some Trojans handy, because 
this is the Barry White music of the Millennium! Proudly, but 
cautiously, file this between your Tony Orlando and Jeffrey 
Osbourne LPs (if Tony and Jeffrey sound like black metal next 
time you spin them you have been warned). 


Paper Thick Walls "A Thousand Novels" (paperthickwalls.com) 
I bet you it won't be long before these indie folk meets Bjork 
meets orchestral weirdness band will be making thick paper! 


the part five "The Tightening" (Cardboard Sangria) What I can't 
figure out is what jazzy post-punk pop music has to do with Party 
of Five? | must have missed that episode. Or been too captivated 
by Neve Campbell's smile to hear the soundtrack. OK, OK...it 
was actually Scott Wolf's smile, happy now? 


The Parties "Coast Garde" (Rainbow Quartz) You may recall 
the point in the early 80s where the Stray Cats firmly established 
that all future Ike-era enthusiasts could choose to to go old school 
50s 50s, squeaky clean 70s 50s (the Fonzie route), or tattooed, 
punked out 80s 50s. With the tsunami-level wave of nuevo- 
psyche niusic hitting our ear-coasts these days I think it's time to 
make it clear that groups have the option to go 60s 60s, 80s 60s or 
21st Century 60s. While I don't think I will ever fully endorse the 
1980s Midnight Records-era garage rock revival (sorry Vipers 
dudes, I really did appreciate that Cavestomp Festival thing you 
did), | am starting to warm to the psyche revival during the 
paisley 80s (the peighslties?). Hearing this San Francisco band 
forego its city's glorious Summer of Love-era legacy, and instead 
let their influence mobile travel down Highway | to 80's era L.A, 
is helping convince me that maybe the Three O' Clock were more 
on time than I previously thought. Even some of the kinda bogus 
production and arrangement decisions here (like full on Uptown 
sax on "Leavin’ the Light On") seem kind of bold and awesome in 
the wake of so much 60s reverence. Partying with the Parties is 
profoundly pleasant! 


The Parting Gifts "Strychnine Dandelion" (In the Red) I bought 


and meant to read that New Bomb Turk dude's book about 90s 
garage rock, but my kitchen table was uneven, so until I get a 
proper wedge of wood I'll have to leave that book’s spine 
uncracked. But I naturally assume that his thesis is something 
along the lines of: "Greg Oblivion had the best fucking singing 
voice of all those bands, elevating the 53 bands he played with to 
godly levels, and if you disagree fuck you." There you have it, a 
‘one sentence Cliff's Notes! Anyhoo, with this new band or studio 
project or supergroup or whatever, Greg hides his Memphis slop 
instincts behind some fantastic Beatles/Byrds-style 60s pop 
(including a cover of a Jagger/Richards composition), and some 
of the best stuff has his coarse, subtly soulful pipes playing off of 
(or moving aside in deference to) the Spector-siren voice of Coco 
Hames. This record is certainly a fine gift to my parts! 


Nathan Payne "Sideburns in the Sun - The Very Best of Nathan 
Payne" (alcaholicclown.com) Payne brings joy with songs that 
range from creepy one man band slop to intense Tom Waits- 
esque theatrical epics. Strange and disturbing music can 
apparently still be pretty and lovely. But it still fucks you up. 


The Perennials “Oh Kimmy” ep (Eradicator) By continuing to 
release stellar songs not only has this band guaranteed that I 
exceed my minimum daily requirements of infectious lo-fi jangle 
pop but they have also (finally) schooled me in how many r’s are 
in the word "perennial." 


Perfect Vessels "Name Our Own Stars" (perfectvessels.com) 
Should be called the Perfect Pestles, because this rootsy power 
pop was so good it ground me to a powder! 


Rachel Platten "Be Here" Rock Ridge) Endearing, playful, 
melodic pop, coupled with a promo photo so adorable it likely 
will make it's way onto numerous glasses fetish websites, means 
that Platten in 2011 will sell more copies than Madden 2011 


Pour Habit "Got Your Back" (Fat) Should be called "Rich Habit" 
because this speedy, aggressive, occasionally political, always 
intense, melodic punk band sounds like a million bucks! 


Precious Jules "Pearls Before Swine"/"Chinese Rock" (Agitated) 
Garage trash veterans become glammy, vibrating, teenage 
punkers, making heroin music sound like tootsie pops taste 


The Procession "Sometimes" (Circular) The pro sessions that 
yielded the Procession’s killer EP will go down in British history 
(or Brit-story as they call it) as more important than the day Liam 
and Noel fought over their childhood toy truck, John and Paul 
shared their first crumpet, and everyone dropped out of art school. 
It's that good! 

The Pussywarmers "The Chronicles of..." (Voodoo Rhythm) 
Apparently if you are a Swiss anachronistic jazz orchestra playing 
a faithful, non-ironic melange of Dixieland/German drinking 
songs/1930s roller rink organ music/Brecht 
mutations/oompah/Cab Calloway tribute/French —_ seduction 
ballad/Tango/warped rural Lomax recording music it somehow 
sounds like psychedelic punk without even trying! 


Quincy Jointz presents Lime Sorbet (cigthdimension.com) | 
love getting records that make me feel lost, because even though I 
can dig mellow soul groove music as much as anyone, and I'd be 
willing to give props to bands/deejays with names as good as 
Basement Freaks, Beef Wellington, Q-Burns, and Swamburger, I 
sure as hell never heard of the genres "nu-boogie,” "broken beat,” 
“NuFunk,” or "downtempo" and now I feel like a chump. But a 
chump who's steady bobbing his head to some nufunky nu-boogie 
downtempo broken beats! 


Quintron “Ring the Alarm” b/w “Jamskate” (Bachelor) Mr. 
Quintron of New Orleans, Louisiana is without question one of 
the greatest living entertainers alive living today! His 
organ/oscillator/maracas/beat machine masterpieces have dabbled 
in punk, art rock, noise, nature sounds, garage rock, and 
everything else, but it rockets into the ethersphere when he makes 
party music. And not regular human being party music, but 
insane, sweaty, bizarre, freaky, wild, underground party music 
and by underground we mean Mole People-depth underground 
When Miss Pussycat punctuates the pandemonium with backup 
singing that places her somewhere between sexy siren and crazed 
cackler the proverbial "whole 'nother level” is reached. These two 
anthems deeply justify the previous four hyperbolic sentences. 





Reading Rainbow "prism eyes,” “Tough Love" b/w "Over It" I 
don't know what it js about the recent releases by these Philly 
phreaks so spectacular but | have some inklings. Perhaps it’s the 
hypno-harmonies that fall somewhere between 8-year old 
jumprope girls chanting on the playground and Phil Spector love 
slave backup singers making audio gold. Perhaps it's the ability to 
make every hook-filled tune sound simultaneously joyfully 
innocent and unnervingly erotic. Perhaps its the alchemy of 
removing all the grit and testosterone from garage/psyche/60s 
music yet never getting "twee."But its probably just because the 
songs are really, really good 


Red Red Red "New Action" (Big Neck) Too often punk, b/c, and 
even post punk is all cookie cutter shit. But this weird noises- 
meets-guitar freakout mess-terpiece is more like those cookies 
you just slop down onto the sheet and they expand, drip and gloop 
into whatever the fuck shape they feel like. Those always taste 


way better than those boring-assed tree shaped X-mas cookies. 
This record is red-er than Hagar could ever hope for! 


Research Turtles "Mankiller Part | of 2" Not a prequel to Hall 
and Oates’ "Maneater" nor a tribute to the late Cherokee chief 
Wilma Mankiller, but nonetheless this EP features some 
keyboards that harken back to H&O's heyday and at times they 
rock with the regality of a head of state. While the opening ballad 
is not my cup of tea, the title track and the slinky "Rhinestone 
Gal" both got me poking my head out of my shell to bop and 
groove. Research Turtles, as always, are exponentially better than 
researching for your dissertation about the band Tortoise 


Revolver "Parallel Lives” (Astralwerks) This music is why I don't 
go to Renaissance Faires..and this coming from a guy who 
LOVES giant meat legs 


Eldridge Rodriguez"You Are Released"(Midriff) ER, the badass 
from the Beatings, manages to find either infuse American weith 
Noise, or do the opposite, and the result is something that has 
emotional weight and the weiight of a fist hitting you in the gut 
Should have called the record "You are Released from the E.R.” 


Roch “Lightweight Bipolar Mania" (rochout.com) Much like the 
insect with which they almost share a name, this rock-inflected, 
emo rap act will survive a nuclear holocause based on tenacity, 
vocabulary, and fashion sense. 


Daniel Romano "sleep beneath the willow" (You've Changed) 
This masterful jaunt into 60s/70s pop country (as opposed to 80s 
pop country, meaning his major Lee was canoodling with Nancy 
rather than proudly standing up to bless the USA) is so 
affirmative he should change his name to Daniel RomaYES! 


Haroula Rose "These Open Roads" (haroularose.com) Sorry Bret 
Michaels, if this Rose has a thorn I sure can't hear it, so your 
theory is blown! This particualar rose is all loveliness, seductive 
melodies, and mellow magic -- even her breakup song is pleasant 
and sweet sounding. Also Brett, sorry about that coma thing (not 
that it was my fault, but I just feel bad for you) 
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Rosetta West "Raccoon" Like the nocturnal creature they named 
their album for, Rosetta West likes it dark, creepy, and intriguing 
(I'm assuming raccoons wear mask for the intrigue aspect...sorry, 
not a big Nature Channel fan). But unlike actual raccoons, there's 
no garbage feast here, more treasures than trash on these 
downtempo rock slinks! 


The Royal Pines "Come Forth” Prior to the invention of 
"Alternative Rock" there was something called College Rock, 
which was basically REM and a bunch of bands doing doing bad 
REM impersonations. Occasionally, within those narrow 
parameters, an act would stand out, and had this record come out 
in 198whatever this would be one of those bands. Royal Pines 
takes the REM concept of making poppy, hooky rock with all of 
the machismo of classic/cock rock siphoned out, then de- 
wussifies it by laying on deep timbred, dramatic vocals. Royal 
Pines freshens my world even moreso than their namesake 
windshield-hanging car-destinkafier. In fact, this is so good it 
made me not only come forth but also come for a fifth...and that's 
not easy to do. 


The Safes/Blackbelts split 7" Wee Rock) Wow. Hearing a single 
this mindblowing by two local Chicago bands I've barely paid 
attention to makes me feel like I'm so out of the loop I can't see 
the loop. The Safes’ snotty, angular power pop is kind of sinister 
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despite the sweet-assed hooks. Blackbelts are doing slightly 
trashy 50s/60s sock hop/frat pop which is what every band in the 
world should be doing, obviously. You will wear this records 
grooves down to dust. 


Said I had a vision - Songs & labels of David Lee (Paradise of 
Bachelors) Although technically this is a label compilation rather 
than a single-artist album, as framed by the archivist/record geeks 
who put this together "Said I had a vision" is the story of David 
Lee, the artist. The North Carolinian ran labels that released a 
handful of records in the 60s, 70s and 80s, by a diverse roster of 
artists, but most of the songs were penned by the genre-bending 
visionary, and that he could shift gears between soul and gospel, 
righteous and ridiculous, funky and solemn, makes this LP a 
fascinating document. The money shot of this comp is supposed 
to be the stellar (and highly collectible) Ann Sexton 1-2 punch of 
a single "You're Letting Me Down" b/w "You've Been Gone to 
Long" (the latter one of the many songs where that rogue "Jody," 
who Johnnie Taylor seemed to know a little too much about, got 
your girl). Certainly the remarkable voice of Sexton (a fine soul 
vocalist who had enough regional hits to she would have been 
vaguely familiar to avid crate diggers even if those kooky British 
Northern Soulsters didn't elevate her to superstar status) is 
noteworthy, and it's really intriguing to hear how Lee's 
composition could be lifted by a gifted interpreter. But for my 
money the best tunes on here are the gospel numbers by the 
Mellerairs, "Vision" and "Aint it a Shame." The latter hasn't left 
my head for a week, The recording date of that simple, near 
perfect hymn is unclear, though it seems to be from the 80s, To 
say its songwriting and recording are timeless is not just a turn of 
phrase here -- you could successfully pass this off as a 60s, 70s, 
80s, or contemporary recording, Other mutts in Lee's litter of 
musical miscegenation include Bill Allen's "The Party," a slightly 
warped slice of country soul rock 'n' roll with a littel psychedelic 
acid slipped into the moonshine, the Constelations' R&B workout 
"If Everybody" and their novelty dance tune "The Frog," 
and Brown Sugar, Inc.'s numbers, which range from bare bones 
sweet soul to a sublimely familiar party jam. The album ends with 
Lee himself delivering a soulful, country, bluesy, mildly poppy, 
gospel-ish ballad in a hauntingly unusual voice that teases 
listeners -- had he recorded all his compositions himself perhaps 
Lee would now be considered an odd vocal genius, a cult hero, an 
outsider artist (though his expert, beautifully rushed phrasing of 
“days...weeksandmonthsandyearsgoneby-y-y-y..." marks him as 
anything but naive), who knows? But thanks to this worthy 
release (accompanied by an LP sized booklet that squeezes as 
many vintage photos as it can between generous chunks of text 
telling Lee's story in simple yet poetic language) he'll be 
considere something. And that's good enough, because he 
certainly was something 


The Sails "A Headful of Stars" (Rainbow Quartz) I feel like 
comparing this to the best passages of the Beatles psychedelic 
stuff or mentioning the Byrds or throwing around all the 
hyphenated genre appropriate terms (the press release mentioned 
“psyche-power-jangle-pop") is kinda lazy. And considering how 
much stuff is coming out in this mold, to imply that this is on par 
with everything else being released it's also wrong: this 
mindblowingly perfect-sounding record is certainly nor part of a 
crop of equal contemporaries. That said, this sounds so good that 
I'm a bit too blown away to digest how actually good or original 
or important it is, But if the worst thing i can say about a record is 
that it's so fucking amazing that I'm not sure how good it is...that 
ain't too shabby 


The Sainte Catherines “Fire Works” The nice thing about being 
a ‘77-style punk band instead of a pop punk band is that even if 
you have some cookie-cutter moments the fact that your gravelly, 
aggressive vocals make you scary commands attention in a way 
that whiny nasal singing guys never will. Which is interesting 
because the damaged vocal chords here are grunting out some 
pretty emo-style stuff— not only content wise but utilizing the 
verbose thesaurus lyrics and full sentence song titles that thrived 
with emo and emo-esque “hardcore” bands so often in the last 15 
years. My favorite song was the one where he wanted to be alone 
watching sports...but did he really want to be alone? 





Sassy "Diggin' Deep" (Good Trouble) Combining today's hottest 
configuration (2 piece guitar and drum) with the always popular 
all girl group (easier to be all-anything when there's only 2) with 
the eternal awesomeness of trashy garage with the never-a-bad- 
thing weird two part harmony hoodoo these Sassters are going to 
be so big they will get their own zip code! 


Lisa Savidge (Black Cactus) Hazy and dreamy in the shoegaze 
mode, but poppy an compelling in the not-boring-assed-shoegaze 
mode, this band, like their homestate of Arizona, is HOT! All the 
songs seem more dark and moving and visceral than you expect 
but there's also a kind of lightness to them that you get with 
something that just seems good and catchy and sincere. And 
there's no girl named Lisa in the band. Also nobody who thinks 
"Savage" is spelled that way 


Al Scorch and his Country Soul Ensemble "On the Straight and 
Low” (Orange twin) Banjo spelled backwards is Ojnab, which 
sideways spells something like "Oh! Jam!" Which isn't to say this 
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big bad trad banjo slab sounds anything like some 
DeadheadPhishReggae jam band mess, but rather that it's as sweet 
as fruit preserves! 


The Scrams "s/t" (thescrams.com) Sometimes, especially these 
days, you here a garage trash rock band and just don't dig it. But 
the magic of garage trash rock is supposed to be what happens 
when you hear a no-frills, organ-damaged, ultra-kick ass act like 
the Scram: You think to yourself, "Dude...garage trash rock is so 
inherently awesome that ALL OF IT IS GOOD!" If only that 
which the Scrams make us dream of was actually true... 


Screeching Weasel "First World Manifesto" (Fat) Watching 
local Weasel worshippers wring their hands over Ben's recent bad 
behavior may be the most absurd thing I've seen in decades of 
seeing intense Chicago punk absurdity. Obviously hitting girls in 
public is not a good career move, but Weasel (I suppose by his 
own admission if you consider his chosen punk surname) isn't 
supposed to be Mr. Nice Guy. He has never been a pleasant 
presence, his music has always been kind of soulless and cookie 
cutter, and the look he has in his eyes always conveyed a kind of 
coldness that felt like it went against punk community standards 
(just like Charlie Sheen's cold, beady eyes go against comedy 
standards), Thus, I am not questioning Screeching Weasel fans 
for turning on their hero, I'm questioning them for being 
Screeching Weasel fans. That aside, there are certainly a couple 
songs on this that remaining SW followers would dig, especially 
"Fortune Cookie" and "Frankengirl." But there are some things, 
like the opening track where the never-youthful Weasel sings in 
his jaded nasal affectation, "don't grow up," that, even if he's 
knowingly criticizing himself and the scene, are just hard to take. 


17f "Tree of Them" (17f.ch) Minimalist composition deserves 
minimalist review. I give this elegant slow weirdness a 17A+ out 
of 20! 


“7 Wishes for Christmas” (Ocean) Sorry to discussing this 
collection of moody X-mas songs by an international cadre of 
sensitive singer/songwriter/composer/interpreters so long after 
Santa's sleigh's vapor trails have dissipated. But I will never miss 
an opportunity to talk Chipmunks! Sure there are some strong 
tracks here (Helluvah's scary holiday greetings, Lidwine's 
Bjork/Nat King Cole mashup) but all I can focus on is Lisa 
Cerbone's eamest, borderline mournful interpretation of Alvin 
and his brothers’ ode to unfulfilled hula hoop coveting. With her 
dreamy (elflike?) vocals, minimal instrumentation, and 
melancholy-ish abrupt ending, this brings to the Chipmunks! 
classic something it has always needed --- whiffs of holiday 
depression. Not that the song isn't beautiful and sort of hopeful in 
folkster Cerbone's interpretation (no need to put David Seville in 
suicide watch), it's just that it seems infused with the mixed 
feelings sensitive folks have around holiday times. Hurry 
Christmas, hurry fast, indeed! 


Ari Shine "Ghost Town Directory" (Beverly Martel) He's called 
Shine cuz he's so polished and slick! He's called Ari 
because...we'll maybe he's Jewish, I dunno. But | know what we 
should all call him...your next Canadian Idol! 


Shotgun Jimmie "Transistor Radio" (You've Changed) 
Whenever I want to hear some perfect two minute pop stories I 
call Shotgun! 


Shunda K “I’m Da Best” EP, Most Wanted” (Fanatic) Because 
they were so awesome it seemed OK to ignore the "exoticism" 
involved with Yo! Majesty becoming hipster superstars a few 
years back. Real-live black foulmouthed crazy-assed lesbians 
seemed too good to be true for some audiences, and coupling 
them with acts like CSS and Peaches -- women who seemed to 
pray they could become real-live black foulmouthed crazy-assed 
lesbians -- was just too perfect. But, among other things, what 
made the group worth the hype was that Shunda K and Shon B 
offered a legitimately different perspective, and their reunion 
single “I'm the Best" (with about 867 remixes, French rapping 
included) offers some of the best examples of that. Shunda K, 
invoking God and Satan, is legitimately riled by scriptural sexism, 
her concerns about abuse are harsh and heartfelt, and while her 
(and Shon B's) "I'm Da Best" mantra is functional old school 
boast rap, it is also a non-didactic, non-corny battle cry against 
the mindset of female inferiority, So whatever reasons, legit or 
icky, people have for geeking out over this, hopefully the geekery 
will make this huge. Listening to the full-length CD gives further 
fuel to the fire that you should use to incinerate any thoughts of 
gimmickry. tokenism, exoticism, etc. when accessing Shunda K's 
worth. The fact is she is a crazy gifted rapper, capable of verbal 
gymnastics that would hobble a 12 year old Chinese tumbler, and 
possessing a voice as muscular as a shirtless boyfriend in a Tyler 
Perry play. These tenacious tracks are powerful, positive hip hop 
her-icanes of verbal dexterity and The Most Wanted leaves 
listeners wanting for nothing. 


SIN-ATRA (Armoury) Here's the rub: Metal vocalists sing the 
Sinatra catalogue with rock orchestration. While the first 
impression is that this is the mirror image of that "Pat Boone 
sings Metal" novelty album, when you think about it, pretty much 
every East Coast metal dude is Italian -- why wouldn't they dig 
Ol' Blue Eyes? Your second impression is, why couldn't they 





have done this when Dio was alive? And where's Peppi 
Marchello? After that, it's just about swinging with the 
headbangers. Overall this is not a project with transcendent 
results, Dee Snider can sing "It Was A Very Good Year" 
adequately and Jani Lane can deliver a passable "That's Life," but 
most of the tracks are definitely in the glorified karaoke realm. 
Not surprisingly some of the least metal dudes deliver the best 
vocals - Eric Martin of Mr. Big nails "Lady is a Tramp,” and 
obviously Robin Zander has some serious vocal chops (as proven 
on "Fly Me to the Moon"), Biggest surprise: Italian-est guy has 
the biggest fail. Sinatra ain't easy and Joey Belladonna just 
couldn't do "Strangers in the Night" justice, Obviously it's easier 
to get into the Big Four than into the Rat Pack. 


The Skull Defekts "Peer Amid" (Thrill Jockey) So awesome they 
should change their name to the Skilled Perfects! 


Megan Slankard “A Token of. Wreckage” 
(www-.meganslankard.com) I just saw a comedy show where 
famous singer-songwriters were working as domestics because 
the music the industry is so weak. It was funny, but to my ears I 
can honestly say I've never understood what lifted certain 
songbirds out of the coffeehouse/day job grind and onto the A- 
list. Certainly I've heard some duds, but there are so many stellar 
‘women out there crafting music magic that it's hard to understand 
what the gatekeepers of fame are thinking. How could Slankard 
possibly have a better voice? Or write better songs? Or be more 
charismatic? I haven't heard anthing from her in a while, but I am 
pretty sure her strong material back then didn’t touch the great 
siren stories on this album, which her expressive voice sells like 
shovels in a snowstorm. Maybe she just needs a catchier name. 
How about Mygyn S"lankard? 


Slim Cessna’s Auto Club “Unentitiled” (Alternative tentacles) 
Americana so creepy, ominous, nuanced, weird, rich, and multi- 
layered that it's downright Un-American! | demand to see this 
band's birth certificate! 


The Slit Plasters "It Smells Like Hell Over Here..." ep 
(www.chorizoloco.com) With the publication of that New Bomb 
Turks book on 90s garage punk bands last year I expected an 
onslaught of heavy garage trash (because, of course, books are 
very influential), But I wasn't prepared for — this 
Estrus/Dwarves/Quadrajets/NBT awesomeness. The fact that I'm 
not exactly sure what naughtiness their name is a euphemism for 
makes it all the better. 


Slow Burning Car "Vol.2 - The Scattering" I'd rather hear a 
Crow Burping Hard. But who wouldn't? 


Darden Smith "Marathon" Marathon by Kate Breakey 
(dardensmith.com) Remember those comic book and record sets 
where you would read a Spider-Man story while actors on the 45 
acted it out with sound effects, then there would be a beep, and 
you would turn the page. Well this is exactly the same, except 
instead of a Spider-Man comic it's a book of Breakey's 
otherworldly, semi-abstract, breathtakingly beautiful nature 
photos, set against the poetry of Smith's lyrics. And instead of 
actors and sound effects its forlom, moving Americana music, 
recorded in the same ethereal sepiatone that the photos are printed 
in, And there's no beeps. I should know -- I listened to the whole 
album stuck on the first page waiting for that damn beep and it 
never came, 





Sourpatch “mira mija" ep (HHBTM) The song "sky is falling” 
includes what may be the first ever occurence of twee + feedback, 
or as I call it "tweedback!" 


Spat "Consumers Suck" Anarcho hardcore from Edinburgh that's 
‘so intense it will make you want to steal, smash, fight, shave your 
head, and destroy authority. Worst yet. it will make you want to 
buy this CD, and then you suck, consumer! This actually sound 
sawesome, and what I like best id the sincerity: if they sounded 
like they were from 1979 and sung aobut 1979 shit they would be 
Jame, but sounded classic yet calling people out for buying a wii 
or ikea furniture on credit is awesome. 


Eddie Spaghetti “Sundowner (Bloodshot) I'm as happy as 
anyone to get super-soaked in Supersucker Eddie Spaghetti's 
marinara sauce of country slumming, and while no sane brains 
would prefer ES's version of "Girl on the Billboard" to Del 
Reeve's, no red-blooded male would argue against the album 
cover painting that song inspired. With fine covers of tunes made 
"famous" by Willie Nelson, Johnny Cash, Blag Dahlia, and the 
Lee Harvey Oswald Band, plus a few new tunes (including 
Spaghetti's title track that will get in your noodle), you'll want to 
carbo-load this CD before your next marathon! 


Spider Fever “Whatcha GOnna Do” b/w “Party Girl” (Hozac) 
Raw but unmurky punk magic from San Francisco that manages 
to channel the three V's: Viletones, Sonny Vincent, and a mean 
vampire. The b-side sounds exactly like what you pretend that ‘76 
Killed By Death single you spent a month's rent on sounds like. 


SPiN "BELIEVE" (howsaboutNOW!) SPuN me to nausea 


The Strangled Darlings "The Devil in Outer Space: An 
Operetta" (strangleddarlings.com) This band is a duo, so there 
are at least two people who think this precious old timey, wanna 
be Tom Waits-weird (minus Tom Waits grit) music is brilliant. 


Joey Stuckey "the shadow sound" (Senate) Stuckey is a 
Renaissance man! He can make equally awful blues, jazz, gospel, 
death rock, and I'm sure anything else who put his mind to! As an 
axman he has chops, but as far as songwriting and originality, I 
would hate to be stuck on a desert island with his CD collection 
because he must listen to some foul sounding stuff. 


Subject to Change "Somerville Speakout” (Teenbeat) The best 
local cable access show I ever saw had a hoarse black preacher in 
a crown in an empty studio pontifcating while too-loud free jazz 
blared in the back/foreground. The only thing that would have 
made it better would have been if he were a black horse preacher, 
I bring this up (not the horse part, but the preceding description) 
because I'm not sure how much I would dig a CD of a guy 
delivering complaints in a voice only a notch above NPR-timbre, 
but add smarmy cocktail jazz, and I'm golden. If this is supposed 
to be making fun of mundane complainers it fails, because I love 
the complainers even more when their words are nerded-up and 
Jazz-assisted. No complaints! 


sugarplum fairies "the images we get" (Starfish) This amazing, 
haunting, chilly, beautiful voice sounds more like that Blue Angel 
who will entrance then destroy you than a sugarplum fairy that 
will pleasantly dance in your head. 


Superions “Destination...Christmas! (Fanatic) Fred Schneider 
does his best to make his work with the B52s sound subtle, 
mellow, and tasteful with this X-mas album that you should \ 
keep away from the kids. Opening with a jingle-ized nod to 
Divine's hi-nrg classic "Jungle Jezebel," and closing (or, should I 
say, climaxing) with a Santa-fied take on Serge's Je T'aime," this 
is clearly the Christmas record for the family members who are 
Strategically uninvited to Christmas dinner (or at least asked to 
leave their "roommate" at home). Highlights include a song where 
Yetis massacre the North Pole HQ, a get freaky under the tree 
jam, and some X-mas-themed stripper music. Perhaps this is more 
outrageous than good, but there's such a thing as being so 
outrageous it doesn't matter if it's good. Fruit! Cake! 





Dan Susnara "Vent Grin and Conquer," Dan Susnara & Micky 
Saunders "Riding the Moonbeams Analog Slim in Luddite Land" 
(7806 S. Kilpatrick Chicago IL 60652) "Vent" is Susnara's 
darkest, weirdest, closest to psychedelia recording yet. It would 
be depressing if it wasn't so inspiring how much better he keeps 
getting, His latest colabo with young protege Saunders is a much 
lighter affair, as acoustic instrumental explorations and Saunders’ 
youth and energy seem to make this CD float around like a 
balloon. Note: the luddite-ness may be why this wouldn't play in 
my computer, just on a 25 year old CD player. 


Sweater Girls “Pretty When You Smile” ep (HHBTM) If pitch 
perfect vintage 90s wicked indie pop turns you on, these Sweater 
Girls will make you a sweaty boy 


The Sweeps "The Terrible Children" Should be called the 
Sweets because this record is sweet! But shouldn't be called the 
Sweet, because that's taken. Though not currently being used. 


Swilson "Demonology" (Swilson) Demons are wicked and this is 
wicked good, which is why this is called "Demonology." Also 
because all these trashy low fi weirdo songs are about demons. Or 
witches. Who are maybe demons, I'm not really up on my 
demonology. He uses "cats" and "bats" in one song...but doesn't 
thyme them with each other...which makes him a genius in my 
book. My Necromonicon (or whatever you all that thing that's 
propping up the tilty table in the den). 


Teraform "Temporal Junk" (Karamazov) When I get this feeling 
I need sax-ual squealing! Art noise angle rock jazz that made me 
terrawarm for their terraform! 


That's Life "Saloon Songs" Should be called Bat's life, because 
this stumble-sung youth punk knocked me upside down! 


There's Always Money in the Banana Stand (Bird Law) 
Wordy, youthful, smart, cookie-cutter defying, poppy punk that 
will give you a shot of potassium, if you know what I mean, 


These Curious Thoughts “Let's See What 2moro Brings" 
(www.thesecuriousthoughts.com) Here's a curious thought.,.how 
did this band get so fucking awesome! 


These Trails (Drag City) This reissue of a 1973 Hawaiian private 
press nature worshipping non-folkie hippie music LP will not be 
mother's milk to fans of either heavy psyche (the two tracks titled 
"Psyche" involve pleasant, mellow finger plucking with a little 
spooky singing thrown in) nor fans of private press ineptness 
(though thoroughy uncommercial, this couldn't sound more 
professional). However, fans of lite psyche will appreciate the 
mild ominousness of the psyche-ish tracks (especially the rushing 
wind in "Lost in Space," though I suspect that is an inaccurate 
interstellar sound effect), and perhaps fans of private recordings 
made by cults may be able to read something into these lyrics and 
the occasional creeping darkness in the mostly bright, blissful 
music. What everyone should dig is that this is really solid, fits no 
category, and seems to be made by folks invested 110% in a 
project that they likely did not consider a profession. I just hope 
McGarrett and Danno never found their stash, 


This is Peterborough Thrice (Rowdy Farrago) Since the 


Satanically prolific Destructors seem to have a CD pressing 
machine in their living room it's no surprise they have been 
releasing comp CDs of local bands they see playing at the corner 
pub. While this contains only one Destructors track (a nice slice 
of anti-Americanism) it delivers some fine mess from some of the 
best named bands ever. Do I even have to describe the music of 
Headfuct, King Kill or Pet Slimmers of the Year to make you 
want to hear them? Of course, the band names are so awesome I 
am starting to suspect it's just Destructors recording under 20 
absurd pseudonyms! 


Through the Sparks "Almanac (MMX) Year of Beasts" 
(Skybucket) Should be called Blew the Smarts because these 
moody exploratory sonic spelunkings blew my mind! 


To Be Hated "Banned in Dade County" (SWT) '77-style punk 
played live in an echoey room and recorded on someone's phone, 
apparently. Probably sounded good if you were there, 


Mia Doi Todd "Cosmic Ocean Ship" (City Zen) Todd sings like 
a vulnerable mortal yet her voice is the kind of spellbinding other- 
realmly instrument that one would expect a deity or mystical 
creature to possess. This record will make you feel better. And 
even if that turns out to be some mythical being’s trick to lull you 
into something or another it's worth it, because it makes you feel 
really good. 


Tonetta "777 Vol II" (Black Tent) I suspect, using some kind of 
Bizarro-world Bieber philosophy, VOI. I's tracks were chosen 
because they had more popular/interesting Youtube clips 
focussing on the strange, disconcerting, costumed solo sex-dance 
music videos of Immoral Mr. T. (obscure Russ Myers 
reference...look it up). However, the songs on volume II are way 
better, or worse depending on which side of the sewer you're 
seeing things from. One aspect that fascinates me about Tonetta is 
that he's theoretically homophobic in the sense that when he sings 
about any of his own gay desire or activity it is so drippingly, 
repulsively, creepy that it kind of slanders all same-sex scenarios. 
Of course that would also apply to all Tonetta's hetero, solo, and 
other sex stuff too.,.Tonetta triumphantly soils all imaginable 
carnality with his magnificent weirdness! He actually makes rape 
sound so bad that you forget it was pretty fucking bad to start 
with, The other great thing about Tonetta is the minimal music 
that seems to be out to discover the absolute least amount of 
distance one must travel from Wesley Willis’ play-the-default- 
keyboard-setting philosophy to actually make songs that are so 
catchy they bore into your head...and then, of course, spooge! 


Tortured Tongues “Let Me Down” epln rock ‘n' roll, as in 
walking down the street, it's hard not to stare and be fascinated by 
an amazing pile of vomit. 


Sidi Toure & Friends "Sahel Folk" (Thrill Jockey) If you like 
your Malian music beautiful, beguiling, kora-free, and not on an 
iffy CD-R purchased from the a guy also selling tea & "folk art," 
then this will be your cup of tea (do you want a CD-R with that?). 
Toure (and his friends) play seductive guitar plucked melodies 
accompanied by entrancing vocals that will leave listeners 
blissful. What makes this recording so magic is that everyone 
here seems to be world class yet the session feels low-key, casual 
& friendly, as if the musicians are hanging out and playing for 
each other more thans for us. So basically, these djelis jam! 


Tractor Sex Fatality "Bloodeagle" (Big Neck) I've heard of 
posthumous records by bands, but this is a posthumous record (of 
archival unreleased material) that will begat posthumous records, 
because this angular noise audio hurricane will kill you and all 
your band members! 


Tranzmitors "It's Not Your Call" b/w "You Get Around" 
(Dirtnap) These punky powerpop is so alluring I've become a 
‘Tranzexual! Meaning | copulate with their 45s, which was pretty 
painful with this one, because it's a small hole single, 


Trawler Bycatch “Schlep'm" (Porter) This is "proog rock." 
Proog is prog that's so weird it makes you go "ooo!" 


Trent Fox and the Tenants "Mess Around" (Kind Turkey) You 
know back when I lived in Woonsocket in the 90s I was actually 
Rick Fox’ tenant when he was on the Celtics. | mention that only 
because, believe it or not, he only listened to raw, jangly garage 
rock 45s, mostly vintage stuff, but he was kind of into Rip Off 
Records and some Planet Pimp stuff (though he hated the 
Mummies; he was kind of a purist about Northwest garage bands 
and couldn't stand Wailers covers). Foxy would have definitely 
dug this youthful, fun, intense Milwaukee band, he probably 
would've even gone to see them after a game if his team had won 
(I think he's still banned at Cactus Club after he started a brawl at 
a Boris the Sprinkler show after he shot 2-for-16 at the Bradley 
Center in a Bucks blowout). If there's any rocknroll justice, pretty 
soon these awesome kids will rock their way to having mansions 
and marrying Miss America just like my old landlord. 


Tunabunny (HHBTM) Liquid music mind-meld flows too song- 
like to be noise but too sublimely messy to be psychedelia. Oddly, 
this tastes exactly like the band's name, which is odd only because 
T haven't eaten a tuna and bunny sandwich since I was a little kid. 
T guess some things you never forget. 


Tutu and the Pirates "Sub-Urban Insult Rock For the 


‘Anti/Lectual 1977-1979" (Factory 25) Had they ever released 
anything Tutu and the Pirates would undoubtedly be considered 
not only one of the pioneers of Chicago punk, but also one of the 
most gloriously absurd, totally fucked up bands in this city's long 
absurd fucked up musical history. But because the ridiculous 
rockers, who utilized plumbing tools, porno, and mountain man 
beards as props, and sang about serial killers, child killers, 
zombies, sadism, rats, Freud, and pimples, were such a popular 
live act that they couldn't conceive of not being signed, and never 
self-released any of their fine 70s recordings. Thus they were an 
unjustly forgotten band. After being featured in the Chicago punk 
documentary You Weren't There the band not only began playing 
reunion shows but also agreed to release their glorious archival 
material. Certainly a band this ridiculous made music that can be 
considered novelty punk, but what punk can;t be considered 
novelty punk? Describing the music, lyrics, and impact of these 
songs feels like trying to explain a joke, so I will simply say that 
if you have any interest in punk history, or just have a sick sense 
of humor, you should seek this out. 


The Two Koreas “Science Island” (Randy Vicar) Should be 
called The Two Coreas because this is twice as rocking as 
anything Chick Corea ever did! Should be called the Two 
Corneas because mine eyes have seen the glory of the coming of 
the ROCK! Should be called the Two Gorditas because this slab 
of dumb garage rock meets smart went-to-college rock busted my 
belly with musical deliciousness! 


Two Tears "Eat People" ep (Kind Turkey) Kerry Davis of Red 
Aunts (one of my faves of the early 90s all-femme bands, because 
they managed to sound genuinely wild and fucked up) returns 
with some slinky, strange garage rockers that sound more like the 
awesome, moody echoes in a room-bound teenager's dome than 
stuff a 20-year rock vet would produce. I assume the band name 
is pronounced "tears" as in water from your eyes, but this tears (as 
in rips) it up! 


Tyler Jon Tyler "s/t" (Slow Fizz) Should be called Awesome Jon 
Awesome because this passel of precious poppish punky 
perfection is, in fact, awesome. 


Tyvek “Nothing Fits” (In The Red) Manic, exhilarating 
hardcore/garage rock/jazz/trash punk that raised my sperm count, 
rattled my spine and gave me a black eye. More fun than 
Billvek!* *White Sox reference, please ignore 


Ultralust "Hero" (ultralust.com) Better than U2. But not better 
than U2's Spider Man soundtrack. 


VEEDEE "s/t" (BLVD) Remember when nasty garage bands just 
stayed nasty? These days there's such a tsunami of garage rockers 
that you canit blame a fine veteran group like Chicago's Veedee 
for actually opting to get better. Not quite psyche, not quite post- 
something or another, what these fuzzed-out virus-spreaders seem 
to be most about is making mid-tempo weirdness fiercer and 
more powerful than it should be. If I had bigger speakers maybe 
this would remind me of Blue Cheer (especially on the outright 
pounders here, like "Same Arms"and "Gypsy Iron"), and if | had 
a bigger record collection maybe I would know some obscure 60s 
Cleveland psychedelia act or Northwestern 90s guitar explorer 
band to compare this to. But as it stands, pretty much all I can say 
is Veedee gave me an itch and did the scratching! 


David Vertesi "Cardiography" Should change his name to David 
VartEASY , because put this on the hi fi and you'll have your date 
in the sack before the sexy ghost song comes on (about the 24- 
minute mark, if you're trying to time your Viagra dose). 


The Volcano Diary (thevolcanodiary.com) This band wins the 
Science Fair at the school of slinky acoustic cabaret introspective 
ladysinging music! 

The Volebeats “s/t” (Rainbow Quartz) This Volebeats have been 
around for what must be 25 years, making incredibly pleasant 
60s-style country rock/mellow pop hell bent on denying their 
native Detroit any of the fury that has been it's white people rock 
n roll legacy. Over the last decade they certainly could have 
amped up the strain of light psychedelia in their work to try to 
jump on the freak folk/garage train, but instead they produce this 
album, which countless tracks of blissful, near ambient 
Americana with pop vocals and production so sweet they make 
these ethereal anthems downright seductive. The greatest 
achievement of this record is their cover of the KISS song"See 
You Tonight,” a staple of KISS' mid-90s unplugged convention 
tour. Gene Simmons always dreamed of being a Beatle-esque 
songwriter, and while he achieved the Liverpool lads’ stadium 
success, the "Simmons/Stanley" brand never achieved an iota of 
the songwriting respect yielded by "Lennon/McCarthy." But the 
Volebeats prove just how beautifully Beatle-ish Simmons' 
songwriting could be, and I hope he hears this. Maybe the 
Volebeats will get to play his birthday on that bogus reality show! 


Voodoo Rhythm Records sampler 3 - Records to Ruin Any Party 
(Voodoo Rhythm) In an age when so many labels are doing 
samplers that are just downloads Voodoo Rhythm proves why 
they are beyond awesome by releasing a 3-sided deluxe double 
LP vinyl with an etched fourth side. Did I mention that Bob Log 
Ill, King Khan, Zeno Tornado and his Barney Google Brothers, 
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John Schooley, Pussywarmers, the Monsters, Beat-Man (of 
course) and a mess of other geniuses fill the grooves (or digital 
digs if you get the CD) with some of the best 
trash/rockabilly/soul/country/roots/R&B/hillbilly/jazz/soul_ mess 
music ever made? Aaaaagegghhh! 


Cara Jean Wahlars and Grover Parido “Goodnight Charlotte” 
(www.carajeanwahlers.com) There's a song on here about a dog 
who paints Renaissance-style paintings with his tongue on a car 
window, and I think the song is either about how art school is a 
bad investment or how life is still poetic and beautiful despite 
disappointments or maybe it's about something else. Basically 
what I'm saying is that though I may not be sensitive or brainy 
enough to totally get these pretty, smart (and pretty smart) songs, 
I still know they are as awesome as a tongue-painting dog. 


W. H. Walker "Suds!" (Boogie Creek) When you hear 
something that sounds this good and rocks so awesome and is so 
much fun it's hard to understand why all bands don't play music 
that sound exactly like this. Then I remember it's because Dave 
Matthews has been lacing our daily Nescafe with his evil drugs. 


Weasel Walter-Mary Halvorson-Peter Evans "Electric Fruit" 
(Thirsty Ear) Weasel Walter's drumming, whether he's wearing 
his hat as a practitioner of jazz, rock, black metal, no-wave, art, or 
noise, always takes the listener on a remarkable journey...down a 
flight of stairs. WW's remarkable audio simulation of a genius 
stickman taking an lengthy, rolling, tumble is so remarkable his 
fans feel the bruises afterward. So add the joyfully inventive 
blasts of Peter Evan's horn and the confoundingly beautiful 
mathematics of Mary Halvorson's guitar playing and what do you 
get? A 55-minute fall UP a flight a stairs! Fruit is good! 


Waterstreet "Of Gossip" Sure these cats do a nice job cranking 
out the boogie-ish, modem-yet-retro hard rock, but I think what 
really needs to be celebrated is that Waterstreet are superheroes of 
21st Century shoulder-length dude haircuts! 


Mike Watt "Hyphenated Man" (Clenched Wrench) Watt has this 
bizarre collection of songs billed as a rock opera, sans regular 
narrative, but what it really reminds me of is that great Half 
Japanese album where they do one song about a specific monster 
for each letter of the alphabet. What makes this odd bird of an 
album so great is that each song about "Beak-Holding-Letter- 
Man," "Man-Shitting-Man," "Cherry-Head-Lover-Man," "Jug- 
Footed-Man," Fryingpan-Man" and the 25 others is really just a 
short, thoroughly descriptive song about that actual hypen-man. 
Sure it's great that the music successfully builds upon the 
humor/artv/innovative jazzy sensibilities that go back even before 
the hypnotizin' 50 tracks on Minutemen's “Double Nickels" 
album, but what's best is that this really is what it is: freakishly 
fascinating description songs about weird -- yet recognizable - 
kinds of men. That's Watt I'm talking about! 


Watts “On the Dial” Watts this? Glammish power pop that 
sounds like the bar band in Heaven, that's watt! 


Bob Wayne “Outlaw Carnie" (Century) Though it's easy to 
fetishize country music and sing with a fake twang, it's rare for 
someone to get super specific and get it right. Wayne loves the 
stuff that everyone should love: David Allan Coe, Johnny Cash, 
Charlie Daniels’ story songs, crazy trucker music, and devil tales. 
That he understands what makes all of these things awesome well 
enough to follow formulas without getting coldly formulaic, to 
denounce love, lionize drug addicts, and make trucks, 
motorhomes, and hell sound like the places to be is a triumph of 
evil over good and of sincere fake twang over bullshit fake twang. 
DAC would approve! Cuz if this ain't country you can kiss 
something below my belt. 


We Were the States "Rasa" (Chicken Ranch) Should shorten 
their name to We Were then horten that to W2, not because their 
music invokes filling out your IRS paperwork, but because they 
are 2 letters superior to U2! 


Wheels on Fire “Liar, Liar" (Alien Snatch) If this record was just 
a mixtape with the Castaways' "Liar, Liar" looped over and over 
it still wouldn't be as catchy and fun as the platter party thrown 
here by these Ohio-based, fuzzed out, Kassenetz-Katz- 
worshippers. Bonus: deliciously inept pop theremin playing! 


White Hills "H-p1" (Thrill Jockey) An omnibus of ominous! 


Women in Prison "Strange Waves" ep (Hozac) This record is a 
cloud of guitar noise fists pummeling music angels. And that's not 
a metaphor, that’s a fact, 


‘Wooden Wand “Death Set" (young god) If you don't dig vivid 
pathos-drenched ghostly acoustic-guitar-accompanied, chilling 
story song records than you woundn't want Wooden Wand. 
X-Ray Eyeballs "Crystal" ep (Hozac) Sex-splayed my earballs. 
Gregg Yeti and the Best Lights "Heart Palpitations of the Rich 
and Famous," "the harvest brass echo," "Wonderbuckets" (Koala 
Syndicate) Gregg's gritty, infectious, no-bullshit indie pop is so 
goddamn great, good and gorgeous that that he deserves to add a 
fourth "g" to his name! Awesome records, Greggg! 


Zero Zero Brazilian hardcore with skatepunk velocity, Dead 
Kenendys' dark joviality, and English lyrics sung with such fury 
and volume that they might as well be sung in slurred Nheengatu 
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for all you know. Zero chance you won't think this is awesome. 


BOOKS/ZINES/MAGAZINES 


History by Phil Sutcliffe, The Beatles vs The Rolling Stones: 
'n! by Jim 
Derogatis & Greg Kot (Voyageur) With the bankruptcy of 
Borders and perhaps the ultimate decline of the big box bookstore 
I fear there may soon be no home for the odd, outta nowhere, 
seemingly only available at these stores, rock n roll themed 
coffeetable books that line those stores' low shelves and 
eventually litter the bargain bins. Which wouldn't be a true 
tragedy when one considers how many mediocre Elvis photo 
books or half-baked collections of lists or dates in rock history are 
out there, But this AC/DC tome is something special. Not only is 
the design ridiculous (the cover is a wheel that allows you to spin 
Angus as he does his Curly floor spin --a cultural reference the 
author never makes...don't you have Three Stooges flicks across 
the pond?), but the narrative is also rock solid. Sutcliffe might not 
be the best writer, but he's interviewed the boys over the decades, 
knows the story well, and had plenty to say, resulting in a not- 
embarrassing amount of text in this photo book. What really 
makes the book great is that the images collected are geared 
towards the record collector geek mentality, with page after page 
of photos of import/alternate/rare records, There's also images of 
laminates, print ads, sheet music, Angus’ hand-written lyrics, 
pins, tour shirts, backstage passes, pages from Tod Loren's comic 
book biography (largely proven false by Sutcliffe's research) and 
enough photos of Bon's leer to make you buy your daughter a 
chastity belt even though he's decades dead. If it were just a photo 
book, or had no text, this may have fallen into the sad, lonely big 
box bookstore rock book ghetto, but as it is this is a truly special 
publication, 
The Beatles/Stones book is a different creature, as there's no such 
thing as rare or unfamiliar Beatles visuals, and despite great 
design (including a [Satanic Majesty's saluting} lenticular "wiggle 
picture" cover that shifts from Fab to Stoney) the writing has to 
carry this. Now I consider myself a fan of the Sound Opinions 
radio show. I had mixed feelings about the TV version (it was the 
odd case where "face for radio" meant "not ugly enough," as I'd 
want televised rock critics to be grotesque and freakish, not 
regular looking), and overall I think that the Siskel/Ebert model 
they are working from is betrayed by the rarity of disagreement 
between the critics, That practice is repeated in this book, less a 
showdown between the bands and more a collection of facts, 
theory and trivia, And that's where I do dig these dudes. It's fun to 
hear guys rattle on about music and have a broad base of 
knowledge, encyclopedic memory of important stuff, and the 
ability to dredge up esoterica. But, again, the rub here is that there 
is really no esoterica about bands this big. There are some 
highlights (1 like the brief passage where Dero gets technical with 
drumstick grip comparisons) and | like the way they seem to have 
digested every song the bands ever recorded and every book ever 
written about both acts, but ultimately this is a good coffeetable 
book and a moderately interesting read, but not way fab nor the 
greatest rock n roll book in the world. 


American Hardcore (Second Edition) (Feral House) When this 
book first came out I read it cover to cover, drunk on how into I 
was, even though it was far from perfect. I felt that Midwestern 
punk, especially Chicago stuff, was a bit misunderstood and 
underplayed, but that's the point of hardcore, you gotta respect 
your scene and not be surprised when others don't get it the way 
you do. Also, Blush certainly made some questionable decisions, 
and just limiting it to the Midwest section I can point out his 
weird take on Husker Du as gay NAMBLA predators and his 
mention of the "niggerization" of Chicago's South Side (quotation 
marks his...who is he quoting? And why?). Plus he thinks Cheap 
Trick are from Chicago. But whatever, the book is obviously his 
personal take, and not objective journalism, which fits into the 
fucked up diy. vibe of h/c, and what makes this book great is not 
Blush’s framing or commentary or grandiose beliefs of himself as 
hardcore's sole documente, but rather his tireless labor of 
compiling 8 million quotations from hardcore heroes and 
obscurities. Like his work in Seconds magazine demonstrated, 
Blush knows how to shut up and let interesting people talk, and it 
is great to hear an era put into perspective by a pit full of Minor 
Threateners, Meatmen, Descendants, Articles of Faith, Gang 
Greens, Misfits, Necros, Cro-Mags, and the rest. Even when these 
guys are idiots, or wrong, or delusional, it's awesome to have it in 
their words. Anyhoo, this new edition appears to be twice as 
thick, and I read it through cover to cover again, though I can't tell 
you what exactly is different other than tons more photos and 
flyers, and definitely a few more folks interviewed who were not 
in the first edition. And he does a little self-attitude adjustment in 
the conclusion (note: Blush's film version of the book changed 
our conclusion, of sorts, to our black punk feature, which used to 
only span 1976-1983, but his argument about Reagan's reelection 
killing hope made us change the end date to 1984). If you are into 
hardcore and have not read this you are lazy, and the fact that 
they just added 100 or so pages and only upped the price $3 
makes this a must buy. Or if you're too punk, a must steal. 


the book bindery. by Sarah Royal (Microcosm) I imagine these 





detailed, rich, funny, sometimes bizarre, lovingly told work 
stories have quite a bit universality —~- although I fear too many 
people have labored only at corporate, personality-free 
workplaces, even most TGI Fridays, Staples, or patent law offices 
have strange personalities, goofy power dynamics, and wiggle 
room for levity and mischief. Of course, unlike Sarah's 
experiences, they won't have cross-dressing bosses, mysterious 
mafia bar lunch joints, and classic rock dudes...oh wait, every 
company has classic rock dudes working somewhere. What 
makes this book extra special to Chicagoans is the snapshot of a 
weird neighborhood filled with great local characters that ring so 
true to our odd awesome city. That Sarah also explains how book 
binding works, gives a feel for her bike and bus commutes 
(including her friendship with a sad, lovely bus buddy), and 
conveys more thrill than drudge in describing her work days 
makes this an awesome read. 


Brain Food comix by Mike Toft (brainfood.thecomicseries.com) 
So many comics are adapted to movies these days that it seems 
some creators are angling for a movie adaptation more than they 
are commited to making food comics. I will go out on a limb and 
say Mike does not expect Hollywood to option his epic about a 
corrupt Obama and some pedophile priests conspiring to provide 
hardcore zombie porn (made with real zombies) to our Muslim 
enemies. tehn again, they made Suckerpunch... 


Dagger (daggerzine.com) This indie punk cut n paste zine 
outzines us in every category, including longevity, obscurity, and 
Nipsocity (the latter referring to number of photos of Nipsey 
Russell in the latest issue -- they beat us 15 - zilch!). Dag! 


Edible Secrets by Michael Hoerger, Mia Partlow & Nate Powell 
(Microcosm) A shopping lift of Lefty anti-CIA/FBI greatest hits 
(MKUhtra, Black Panther assassinations, Soviet espionage, global 
Corporate conspiracies) are presented in a bakery-fresh manner: 
as beautifully illustrated, food-themed snacks, By very loosely 
using food as bait to draw you into these sordid tales of American 
governmental evil (as revealed in declassified documents) we not 
only get to tangentially explore some famed atrocities (documents 
revealing the Feds were interested in subliminal popcorn 
advertising at the movies is an excuse to explore more devious 
mind control/torture histories) but we also get new perspectives 
on chilling chestnuts, Every Chicago southsider knows the 
terrible tale of Fred Hampton's murder, but to see a document, 
ce'd to the Prez, about teen Hampton allegedly robbing an ice 
cream truck shows how deep the Feds’ surveillance of black 
revolutionary youth got. Hampton was in the NAACP's youth 
council and whether he was framed or just monitored, the POTUS 
getting a memo about a $50 Good Humor bum rush is pretty 
fucked up. Other highlights include the U.S, using a Jello box as 
misleading evidence to convict the Rosenberg's of spying, 
Castro's milkshake being targeted for poisoning by a U.S. agent, 
and Coca-Cola trying to play both sides of the Israel/Arab 
conflict, The book is breezily written while still being disturbing, 
and Powell's comix-like illos bring the gory truth home while 
maintaining some gallows whimsy. Nauseatingly delicious! 


(microcosm) I've read 
D.LY. zines that are clearly written step by step how to guides 
about living off the grid in anarchist survival squatting full-on 
punk rock hermit mode. This somehow has the same edge an 
attitude as those rags even as it tells you how to get a mortgage, 
make a bike hitch, keep your home schooled kids up to your state 
educational standards, build a banjo...not exactly themes Crass 
sung about! R.T.Y.! (read this yourself) 


Hupomnema by Mahoney (jwlkpress.com) Here goes a review 
that no one who didn't go to RISD in the 90s can even hope to 
understand: | love Mahoney's role in the UFA graphic collective 
because he makes work that's as formal and bizarre as Fort 
Thunder stuff but somehow much more accessible (despite the 
narratives being way more obtuse than Suerte's and Shithead's). 
"Hupomnema” spelled sideways is "Hey! I'm Awesome!" 


Incendiary Words Vol. VIII #1 - Commemorating soccer past 
and present ($1, Steve De Rose 4821 W Fletcher St Chicago IL. 
60641) Steve gets a kick out of soccer...and you will too after 
celebrating the Power's 20th anniversary of their championship, 
checking out the 2011 Fire schedule, and kicking it with MUCH 
MORE! G-0-0-0-0-0-0-0-OAL! 


by Mickey Leigh with Legs McNeil 
(Touchstone) (Touchstone) They say rock & roll was the safe 
haven of many a misfit. This tome offers unflinching, conclusive 
proof. Mickey was the brother of the late great Ramones 
frontman, and knew Joey when he was still Jeff Hyman, long 
before he had a street named after him in New York's 
East Village. The tale is riveting, but not a pretty one, following 
the family as they move through several neighborhoods, having to 
deal each time with a new group of neighborhood kids who can't 
quite get used tothe enigma that was Joey, with a divorce 
unceremoniously thrown in the mix. It's one thing to be friendless 
when you're just a kid on the block, but the drama really 
heightens during the Ramones years - despite the all for one/one 
for all aura, Joey is constantly butting heads with guitarist Johnny 
Ramone. After Johnny steals Joey's girl, you can see Joey 
gradually embracing his inner asshole, becoming more bitter as 


the book (and, unfortunately, his life) grinds to a halt. Leigh's 
involvement doesn't end when they both move out of 
their mother's house; through it all, Leigh is moving in the same 
circles, playing in bands that are roughly contemporaneous with 
the Ramones (but without the big-label breaks), and even co- 
writing some of the Ramones’ most enduring songs without 
receiving any credit, which is understandably a sore sticking 
point. Some harsh truths in this book, but still fascinating. 


It's Dream Time, Snoop Doggy Dogg by J.T. Yost (Birdcage 
Bottom) What's interesting about dreams is that they follow a 
logic that while sensible and obvious is your sleeping head, is 
revealed as absurd and nonsensical when you recall or retell the 
somnombula-stories the next day. Often the problem with dream- 
based comix is that they either indulge this absurdity with 
rainbow/unicorn/psychedelia fantasy stylings or they decide to 
Stay true to the dream logic at the expense of good storytelling. 
Yost, in this second volume of celebrity dream comix (featuring 
not only Snoop but also Rollins, Dick Cheney, and more) either 
jiggers his elysium fables to make the stories better or has trained 
himself to dream in funny, interesting, well-paced scenes. Either 
way, this comic is the shizzle! 


Local Comics #67 ($1, Michael Goetz 1340 Brandywine Dr 
Rockford IL 61108) When I was in L.A. I was talking to this 
pretty comedy lady who's on TV alot and she was saying that 
being from Rockford no one was famous other than Cheap Trick 
and then i mentioned Weasel Walter and she was excited to try to 
gauge if he counts as famous and how she ranks in the Rockford 
fame hierarchy now that there were three points on the graph, and 
it was a relatively fun little chat. But it would have gotten to the 
awesome level had I started vociferously arguing that despite his 
obscurity cartoonist Michael Goetz deserves to be atop the Rock- 
chart simply because he's put out so many self-published, pun- 
riddled, ridiculous minicomix over his lengthy career that he must 
rival Chick tracts as far as distro goes...even if he only printed 10 
of each issue that would be about a million copies already! 


The Lowbrow Reader (lowbrowreader.com) I would like to say 
that you will never read a more intelligent, nuanced, passionate 
celebration of the sublime charms and brilliant craftsmanship of 
Adam Sandler's Billy Madison than the one featured here, but I 
hold my tongue because I'm pretty sure this article will launch an 
entire field on Madison studies that will produce work to rival this 
for generations to come. Brown will even offer a major in it. 


Maximumrocknroll #335 What MRR has always been about is 
the columns, the zillions of ads that provide a snapshot of "the 
scene," the often absurd scene reports, and...maybe nothing else. 
Some of the record reviews are good, but so many are abysmally 
written it's hard to endorse them as a whole (though I'm fonder of 
the book and movie reviews, which are longer, and in the 80s and 
90s I definitely used the zine reviews as a catalogue), and the 
interviews with bands are pretty boring. What is sometimes good 
about the zine are theme issues, including the recent comix issue 
and the great gay punk issues years ago (which featured an 
awesome, clearly fake piece about skinhead bootboy bed 
buddies), What is sometimes great is the April Fool's issue - I 
think one issue had folks freaking out because the zine was 
ending and going internet only or something, and the one I loved 
involved every columnist conspiring to include something about 
some heinous fate slated for MRR's deceased founder's legendary 
record collection (prankish-ly hitting record geeks where it hurts 
most). Sadly, The Christian Punk Issue is not a theme issue, even 
though Christian punks are interesting topic (Chicago's Jesus 
People USA used to fascinate me), & more sadly as an April 1 
prank they only go as far as the visual pun on the cover. Still, this 
ish had tons of great ads! 


Meet Me in the Middle by Gordon B. Isnor & Christopher C. 
Yorke (gordonbisnor@gmail.com) Apparantly there is an app that 
writes dirty poems and they used it to make this book. I went 
to http://mindlist.heroku.com/ and put in the name of this book 
and it came up with this gem: pussy-longing/cum tutelage 
largesse/Meet Me in the Middle by Gordon B. Isnor & 
Christopher C, Yorke/sordid nectar 

I think that says it all. 


Mongrel Zine #9 (mongrelzine.ca) Other than the brilliant Kicks 
(which refused to cover new bands) I can't recall much of a zine 
scene during the questionable garage rock revival of the 80s 
(Midnight Records, and such), but during the 90s revival there 
were tons of mags to go along with Estrus/Ripoff/whatever record 
labels that were out there. Now that there's this amazing, lengthy 
21st century wave of garage goings-on I would expect a million 
posh publications, even with the internet fouling up the print 
scene, but there’s really only enough to count on the fingers on 
one hand of a clumsy deli clerk. And the best of the bunch is this 
Maple leaf rag, which covers one man bands, poster artists, snotty 
young garage acts, prolific Quebequese rock n roll hip hop 
witches (or at least one), festivals, underground movie stuff, and 
every obscure slab of vinyl the dinosaurs sacrificed their lives to 
produce. Mondo Mongrel 4EVA! 


niceness in the '90s an indie music memoir by Jim Miller 
(Pleasant Peasant) I once read a book by a gifted writer about his 
days in a minor 90s indie band that he thought was really 


important and interesting, and it was torturous. Although Miller is 
not as good a writer, and his stories are probably less interesting 
‘on a whole, this book is actually a pleasant read, in part because 
Miller seems to be a humble, honest dude who realizes his career 
in the marginal bands Trash Can School and Black Angel's Death 
Song was not monumental, but meant something to him, and he 
relates that well. The book also highlights his brushes with West 
Coast 90s rock royalty, even if their are pretty tangential (he's 
friends with Jane, whose addiction proved ins tional, and his 
band briefly rode L7's short coattails to decent bookings). Even 
his tales of groupie hook ups are kind of grounded and humble: 
‘And most importantly, he's a Chicago South Sider by birth, so we 
give him extra props and a Polish sausage for that. 








Nine Gallons by Susie Cagle (Microcosm) Action-packed 
adventures (minus the action) of a young lady and her many poor- 
posture bearing acquaintances, helping _with/nothelping 
with/ignoring/eating from an undermanned Food Not Bombs 
outpost in San Francisco. Cagle's visual style (especially her word 
bubblery) is original and well-suited for this kind of introspective 
yet not self-indulgent storytelling and the narrative flow is pretty 
solid. Food politics - yeah! 


Nix Comics Quarterly (nixcomics.com) This is a genuinely 
outstanding anthology comic based on old EC's, your favorite 
records, Duplex Planet Illustrated, too many long nights in bars, 
and a Kool-Aid drinking membership in the co-cults of old 
comics and loud rock 'n' roll, Unlike other comics that are 
influenced by music, this first of al,! does not suck, and second of 
all, has perfect pitch as far as knowing what icons to tap into (old 
blues man with the hellhounds on his trail, spooky sunglass- 
bearing mystery rocker) and exactly where to go with it without 
becoming trite or obvious. Every one of these stories was @ 
delight, with a twist, a punchline, or a payoff that made it totally 
worth it. Though there are a bunch of artists (including Roctober's 
own King Merinuk) drawing these tales, the author of all of them 
is Ken Eppstein, and unlike alternative books with single 
writer/various artists (like Pekar's and Eichorn's stuff) this isn't 
attempting to be personal, thus suffering from disconnect between 
artist and writer. These are just just great stories that each benefit 
from having an ace artist attached. That the production values are 
so high (full color, plus well-done classic comic book ad 
parodies) is just another reason you need your Nix fix. 


Old Man Winter and other Sordid Tales, Losers Weepers #1, 
Losers, Weepers #2 by J.T. Yost (Birdcage Bottom) I'm most 
familiar with Yost from his Snoop Dogg dream comics books, so 
I was happy to see a broader swathe of his work. Old Man Winter 
is a collection of previously published works, and the title story, a 
vignette about the melancholy mundanity of a widower's life, is a 
pretty great exercise in visual narrative. The rest of the book, 
some of which is kind of preachy, is not as strong. However, 
Losers Weepers really has Yost reaching a higher level of 
awesomeness, leaving his best D-O-doubleG dreamscapes in the 
dreamdust. Taking (finding?) a page from Found Yost has 
collected notes, abandoned journals, letters, elementary school 
essays, and lyrics he found on the street and reprinted them not 
only so we can see them in their original glory, but also so he can 
have a jumping off point to weave an intricate tragic tale of 
intertwining humanity, Like an improv exercise that didn't result 
in unwatchable drivel (which is rare as a dodo siting) this 
experiment amazingly yields moving, honest portraits of sad, 
complex, beautiful people, not only drawn well but drawn out as 
3-dimensional folks, a rarity in comix. Of course, it makes sense 
that finding revealing snatches of real life would inspire an artist 
to "get real," but few would have the capacity to do it. | hope Yost 
continues finding and sharing, so us readers can become weeping 
winners. (Weeping because the stories are sad, winning because 
they get to read good comics, Sorry if that was unclear) 


Popular Reality Special Report zine ($3, POB 18 Poultney, VT 
05764) This clip zine/art zine/poetry zine/politcal zine/thora zine 
is so intensely radical that it defies even the convention of making 
any kind of sense whatsoever! 


Psionic Plastic Joy zine, Media Junky zine (POB 8512 Albany 
NY 12208) Now these are fucking zines! Pages upon pages of cut 
‘n' paste (with actual scissors and glue) collage, Xerox, raw 
illustration, individual lines cut out and pasted down, visually 
manic magic! MJ is just a good, solid review zine, but P/P/J 
examines the whole nature of art and life! This makes me feel 
guilty to know how to use to own Microsoft Word. 


Quack With Me (folderol), The Waukegan Pepsodent 
Conundrum by G Wallace. Best, Poems. Ever 


Rad Dad #18 (microcosm) | was not familiar with this long- 
running zine about parenting, but I did not approach it with 
optimism. Anytime I come across a self-described punk mom 
blog I'm always struck that no matter how much they doth protest, 
no amount of punk attitude makes their parenting approaches or 
stories any less mundane than stuff written by square moms and 
dads. And that Neal Pollack's Alterna-Dad book might as well 
have been a transcription of a hack Christian-audience stand up 
comic telling cute stories. However (and perhaps it's because this 
is the sex-theme issue) I have to concede that these parenting 
treatises are outside the box. Contributors discuss open marriage, 





being deep into radical/anarchist communities and having to deal 
with the anti-breeder philosophies of colleagues, fears about anal 
sex while episoiotomy scar tissue is still fresh in pressures from 
anarchist (some are Rad Moms as well), none of which would fly 
in a Ray Romano standup routine. Though I imagine may of these 
writers will get more from putting this stuff on paper than readers 
might get from it (one running theme is that parenting is a 
personal experience that is different for everyone) | was never 
bored and was happy I read this stuff. And happy that I'll never 
get an episiotomy 


Razorcake #59, #60, #61 (razorcake.org) As a dude of a certain 
age, and someone who always considers the eras of pre-and-post 
Green Day/Hot Topic/not-getting-beat-up-in-high-school-for- 
dressing-punk-rock, I will always see Maximumrocknroll as the 
legit “punk bible” and everything else as a pretender or riff on it. 
‘That said, I can honestly say I never waited anxiously for the next 
issue of MRR, but after part one of the Nervous Gender interview 
in Razorcake #58 1 couldn't wait to read this issue. It was pretty 
satisfying that the story of an L.A. 70s/early 80s punk band I'd 
heard of but knew little about turned out to be the tale of 
triumph/tragedy/absurdity involving a band made up of gays, 
Latinos, artfuck geniuses and at times L.A scenester-turned 
lesbian folk singer-turned Duke Kahanamoku statue restorer 
Phranc, and a German illegal alien toddler on drums. This story is 
crazy interesting, and even though part two didn't match the pure 
absurdity of part one it had a lot more human emotion and 
beautiful narrative. This is an amazing thing to cover, and while I 
still don’t care about most of the new bands they feature, I can’t 
point out enough how much I appreciate the magazine really 
doing legwork to cover under-documented historic bands (Thee 
Undertakers article a few issues back was also awesome). This 
issue also has an interview with cult actress Mary 
Woronov, Though issue 60 breaks the streak of unbelievable, 
unknown 70s bands coverage, it does have a pretty detailed, 
clearly written, lengthy How To Put our Your Own records guide. 
And issue #61 has new Roctober contributor Ryan Leach using 
the most tenous of punk connections (his years working the non- 
music angles at Seattle's Rocket magazine) to get him to expound 
on the evils of media conglomeration, (note: | wanted to put a 
weblink up to a story or photo of Phrane doing the restoration 
work on the Waikiki beach statue of the father of modern surfing 
Duke Kahanamoku but it wasn't online anywhere, but it really 
happened, I swear), 





Sedimental by Talya Modlin (byemilo@gmail.com) A love story 
between a Swamp Thing and a lascivious lighthouse? Murky 


marine mayhem? Subaquatic sewage creature studies? 
Extraterrestrial existentialism? Whatever this is, Modlin is killer 
at it. This striking comic falls somewhere between compelling 
narrative and abstract awesomeness, and the inky richness and 
creepy liquidity of Modlin's artwork will make you long for your 
college days as a drippy sea monster who drew mini-comics. 


Signals - A Radio Zine by DJ Frederick (signalszine. 
blogspot.com) I love this zine about pirate radio in part because I 
don't know anything about pirate radio and I'm delighted that 
some of this stuff that sounds incredible might be something DJ 
Frederick made up to fuck with me! Are there really stations that 
just broadcast series of numbers and letters for hours, or days, that 
seem to be secret codes sent by secret agents or something like 
that? Did Stockhausen compose with shortwave samples? Could 
there really be a show called "Maple Leaf Mailbag?" I sure don't 
know, but I do know one thing...I'm kKHZ-y about this zine! 


Snake Pit 2009 (birdcage bottom books) Ben Snakepit's light, 
cartoony, mundane, daily 3-panel diary comics, which he's been 
doing for over a decade (and which he may stop publishing, 
though not stop drawing, this year) are great because they are not 
that great. Meaning, they are not deeply personal soul-bearing 
autobiography, and hardly anything happens (he goes to work, he 
goes to band practice, he gets high, he plays videogames, he does 
laundry, he watches cable, he cooks with his girlfriend). But 
what's great is that despite going through the motions and the 
grind Ben is pretty satisfied, and in fact a few times a year his 
comix avatar just loudly declares how much he loves his life. The 
greatness of Ben's work is that despite defying literary laws of 
what makes a work good (drama, intrigue, narrative development) 
it tells you that his life, and consequently, your life, are OK. It 


eCCCtttCCC###ééw#4...wa———o 


helps you be satisfied with mundanity and helps you appreciate 
the little things. Ben Snakepit enriches all of our lives through 
boring comics! 

The Sovereign (sovnews) You gotta give credit to these would 
be revolutionaries..in an age where tea partiers, Klansmen, 
Murdochian broadcasters, and hack comedians have come up 
with every anti-Obama visual you can think of these cats never 
fail to take it to another level with a Pharoah Obama or a 
Terminator Obama or a False Jesus Obama or a Monster Obama, 
etc. But best yet is the near random use of 80s hardcore and 
deathmetal record covers and comic books as illustrations. Bus 
absolute best yet (and unexpected considering the extreme music 
usually championed) is an xerox of a Will Oldham album cover 
making it appear that e/ hermano Palace is in fact “Slinky,” a 
columnist accusing the Obama administration of covering up an 
HIV infection of St. Louis veterans. Not Will! 


Supertalk (Supertalk) This is a really nice comix anthology 
because it embraces outre, arty, beautifully fucked up design and 
philosophy, yet it eschews the standard set by Fort Thunder and 
their peers of making the narratives as scrambled, difficult and 
obtuse as the look. Artists like Matt Rota, J.T, Yost, and Andres 
Vera Martinez manage to convey art school-acceptable non- 
conformity while telling stories as clear as a Little Lulu comic. 


Tales of Blood and Roses #\ (talesofbloodandroses.com) You 
gotta hand it to the goth-ish! I can't think of anything I would 
have less interest in than a collection of poetry and amateur short 
stories...but throw in some vampires, a mangled toddler's corpse 
in a drained pool, lines like "My tongue navigates a rhythm in 
your pussy-purse,” m-u-r-d-e-r, and then spruce it up with a 
graveyard fashion shoot and a necrophilia gag cartoon and you 
have my attention! I hope they get to keep publishing this for the 
rest of their lives...and beyond! 


Track Wreckard 1-14 by denis sheehan (Boneprint.com) Sure, 
everyone sitting at a bar alone has comlex, rambling, judgmental, 
bold, insecure, inner dialogues..,but not everyone writes it down, 
publishes it in a sweet little chapbook style squarebound volume, 
and sits back while the money rolls in. There's too many fave 
parts here for me to cite, but what I really love are the meta 
scenes where Sheehan writes about watching people read his 
zines that he leaves by the bar door. 


Truman Bentley, Jr. newsletter (3219 Carden Dr. Columbus 
GA 31907-2143) | gave myself a nice injection of danger and 
challenge today by reading the latest stack of Bentley's 
dada/fluxus/riotous ran/megolomania-gasm publications on a 
crowded bus. The danger was that anytime one unfolds one of 
these dense, collage-explosion sheets you never know what 
offensive, absurdist, Satanic, PC-insensitive image or text might 
catch the eye of the citizens seated around me -- one envelope 
opened up and cascaded dozens of confetti-sized advertisements 
for the anti-Obama tabloid The Sovereign just as the bus entered 
Obama's neighborhood! The challenge involved getting inside the 
hand-made, tape sealed envelopes which normally require 
surgical instruments to open. While | would contend that despite 
Bentley utilizing the kook-aesthetics of single spaced, ultra-dense, 
maniacal pop-culture obsessed (he must have just reconnected 
with the 60s show the Avengers recently) diatribe style, I do not 
consider him any kind of a dangerous, weirdo threat. However, 
while struggling to open these paper and tape lockboxes I 
definitely thought, "No way in hell am I using my teeth and 
putting one of these things in my mouth!" What I also realize 
about discussing someone who communicates in classic "kook" 
mode is that despite presenting this stuff to you, dear reader, like 
there's some universality, with cats like this I really don't know if 
he sends this to thousands of folks or just to me! All that said, 
Bentley's writings on world domination, aspiring culthood, Sonny 
Bono, conspiracy, sensuality, Yoko Ono, space aliens, and 
sitcoms is OK in my book. But not in my mouth, 


University of Strangers by Bon Pfeifer (Smog Veil) Pfeifer's 
novel, which marries the oral history format so popular in punk 
rock non-fiction with the diary format that rules the pre-teen girl 
book market, is a brisk, thrilling dip into conspiracy, corruption, 
and celebrity, What makes his exploration of the latter interesting 
is the decision of Pfeiffer, a rock 'n' roll lifer, to find a way to 
sincerely lionize and celebrate musicians authors, filmmakers, 
comics, and journalists he admires without cynicism or any TMZ- 
esque desire to tear 'em down, The story is a fantasy about a Latin 
American novelist recruiting a high echelon hipster approved 
army of well known artists to fight injustice, and it intriguingly 
satellites the Amanda Knox trial in Italy. Despite that description, 
the novel is mostly low key and realistic. Though, in honor of 
Latin American novelists of renown, the realism while not 
reaching the level of magical certainly falls into the realm of 
absurd realism. I don't read tons of fiction, so pardon my limited 
palette of references, but I have to say that Pfeifer's torrent of well 
known name after name does not demonstrate the writerly chops 
of someone like Coover who intentionally overwhelms with 
excess, or even of that American Psycho book where all the brand 
names set the weird tone. And the author also has a little trouble 
writing in the voice of distinct comics like Woody Allen and 
Steven Colbert. But what the writing does achieve is a driving 





rhythm with characterizations that ring true enough to make the 
reader feel invested, and a narrative that is prurient, heroic, and 
cliffhanger-y enough to make reading it kind of delightful. 
Includes a bonus download card of songs to accompany the 
album, but I have a strict policy of not putting anything associated 
with conspiracy theories into my computer. 


Wut Even Am Doin by Jacob Thornton (self-published) This is 
how I like my comix - drippy, confounding, funny, and 
grammatically groundbreaking! In the tradition of greasy-looking 
birthday clowns who smoke during the party and witty NAMBLA 
members, Jacob Thornton (any relation to Roctober's 1st 
cartoonist, Sarah?) knows how to creep you out with chuckles 
rather than chills! 


y edited by Ayun Halliday (Microcosm) 
In the back of the thick, anecdotal guide to all things New York 
are a bunch of hand written street maps, like your friend might 
scrawl out for you to help you get around, but instead of being 
ible and confusing these marker markings are 
completely clear and actually helpful. Which pretty much sums 
up the book: tons of tips about trains, tattoo parlors, bike shops, 
bars, and free museum passes scribbled out with the personality 
and character of loopy cursive handwriting...but you can actually 
read it and it helps. 


Zombre #2 The Magic Forest (Zombre) Ansis Purins beautiful 
work has graced the pages of Roctober for years, and we're not so 
much surprised he got a Xeric grant to publish this comic as we 
are that Xeric doesn't just give him an unlimited debit card. If 
there's any knock I can put on this book it's bad timing...though 
Zombre, a blissfully undead innocent who has the gentle soul of 
Frankenstein (just before tossing that girl in the drink) and the 
commune-with-nature attributes of Swamp Thing, has been 
around for years in zines, minicomix and this magazine, having 
his best work come out after the cultural zombie flood of the last 
few years may get him lost in the Zombpocolypse of movies, TV 
shows, books, comics, toys, salsa, etc. that's cashing in on 
zombiemania. Also, having this brilliant book about hapless 
campers, silly forest rangers, and cartoon creatures come out so 
close to that Dan Aykroyd Yogi Bear computer animation 
abomination is unfortunate. But Zombre's day will come! The 
thing about the undead is that they have all the time in the world! 


DVD/VHS/BETAMAX/MOVIES/TV 
Alive! Is Michael Jackson Really Dead? (Elbow Grease) This 
DVD is so great! Not because the content or the research into a 
Michael Jackson death hoax is compelling or original -- the bulk 
of this involves taking stuff from mainstream internet sites and 
the TMZ TV show. This is great because of the personality of the 
host, an excited woman named Pearl Jr., a self-described 
"Michael Jacksonologist.” 90% of the video is simply voiceover 
while clips from TV or images culled from the web illustrate a 
hodgepodge of disconnected MJ fake death theories, several of 
which make Paul is Dead conspiracy stuff seem sensible. In 
choreography seen in the This Is /t concert film Jackson has 
added a move where he points down, indicating that he will be in 
the ground soon, Numerous cryptic domain names were 
registered just after Michael's death. On the Forest Lawn website 
(note that Elvis, who also may have faked his death, was buried in 
a different cemetery that was also named Forest Lawn) if you 
type in ‘Michael Jackson’ it won't tell you where his grave is. All 
this is set against a repeating loop of scary music. But through all 
the ominous audio Ms, Jr. never loses her smile. What makes this 
video a delight is watching how excited and happy Pearl Jr. is to 
present even the most modest discovery, to present anything, to 
just be engaged. Her enthusiasm is unbridled and infectious. As 
she histrionically punctuates things with "hmmm...," "How is it 
really possible...," and "well I'm here to tell you..." you totally 
root for her. 7MZ would be ten times better if they fired all the 
jaded, smarmy hipsters and just went with someone as excited by 
the work as Pearl Jr.. One theory she presents is that the death 
must be fake because the surviving Jacksons act so weird 
(meaning they've been faking deaths for 40 years), and they smile 
too much for a grieving family. But Pearl Jr. never loses her 
broad, charming grin no matter how much death and misery she 
describes, and I would say that unlike some distraught Jackson 
obsessives, she is not particularly invested emotionally, but rather 
is recreating a gossipy discussion in a beauty shop where 
everyone instantly takes an opinion and shakes heads and makes 
declarations even if they haven't thought it out or don't care that 
much: it's just a form of fun discourse to pass time and it's 
actually more enjoyable to watch then dense, kooky, paranoid, 
hard to fathom conspiracy nut research. She really should have 
her own show, spending 15 minutes online researching Bigfoot or 
Charlie Sheen or Obama's birth certificate and then buoyantly 
expounding on it for an hour. That's something I'd watch. 


Behind the XXX DVD (Brookland) This is basically a movie 
where someone is holding another camera taking a wide shot of 
porno sex scenes being filmed, with the genitals out of frame. So 
you do get to see it demystified in the sense of you see how 
casual and clinical and professional a shoot is, and how 
mechanical and non-pleasure-related the sex is, but since 
everyone knows another camera is shooting you don't get candid 
stuff or any real background or dirt, because it isn't behind the 
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scenes, it is just a wider shot of the scenes. You know how porno 
actresses always give bogus interviews where they say everything 
is awesome and they do it because they love the sex and yadda 
yadda yadda. This is about that informative. Which is OK I guess, 
just not interesting. But it is great that this was made during the 
boom of Palin/Obama pornos, so you get to see some of that. 


David Bowie rare and unseen DVD, The Sacred Triangle DVD 

(Sexy Intellectual) I expected a lot from the Sacred Triangle 
documentary, a look at Bowie, Iggy and Lou Reed circa ‘71 
centered around the Max's Kansas City scene. But seeing Jayne 
County and Leee Black Childers jabber away made me want to 
see a movie about them, not a bunch of stuff I already know about 
the most famed freaks in above ground underground music 
history. But I expected the rare and unseen DVD to suck, all 
boring interviews from the late 80s and 90s i was sure. i was sure 
wrong. Instead it's mainly a dry but compelling interview from 
Man Who Fell to Earth Days that demonstrates Bowie's class, 
ease, and awesomeness (and that he was a different species from 
Englishmen). There's also a gracious interview outside a concert 
with an amteurish reporter and even a 90s interview where he still 
comes off as pretty awesome, much awesomer than any music he 
made 10 years in any direction. But he's no Jayne County! 


Complaints Choir DVD/CDs (Smog Veil) This documentary 
tells the tale of a wife and hubby from Helsinki who have an 
international art project where they gather groups of gripers, have 
them list their complaints, and then have them work with 
musicians to turn their litany of complaints into a stirring choral 
piece which they will perform in public. As an art project it's a 
nicely balanced work because it combines low humor (the kind of 
hackish "don't you hate it when..." observational comedy that 
always tickles out a chuckle) with some deep subtext about 
quality of life, the proletariat's voice, and the healing power of 
bitching. Plus it's got a nice beat and you can dance to it! As a 
film this is a triumph because it focusses on what have to be two 
of the most fascinating permutations of the Complaint Choir. In 
Singapore brave citizens, old and young (in Complaint Choirs 
when petulant kids and teens whine it becomes poetic rather than 
obnoxious) prepare to do the unthinkable: publicly complain in 
Singapore. Spoiler alert! The government does not makes things 
easy and if you hope the film ends by finding out if folks in 
Singapore sing poorly brace yourself for heartbreak. But what 
makes the film soar (and makes our city proud) is that the 
Chicago Complaints Choir, helmed by Jeremy the Lonesome 
Organist (a man well versed in both church music and 
underground weirdness) performs a composition that is 
transcendent. Jeremy's choral arrangements are  un-fucking- 
believable, and these amateur vocalists perform a suite of 
complaints about the CTA, squirrels, exes, and airport security 
that sounds so beautiful and powerful that it really shows the 
potential of this project and elevates something that could be a 
novelty to profundity. One Chicago complainer notes that the 
chorus is made up of mostly white NPR listener-types, so the 
filmmaker tries to counter by filming some black rappers 
complain about haters, which I would complain was tokenism, 
except the way the rappers are walking backwards while talking 
is one of the best things I've ever seen on film. There also is an 
exploration of Christians who have launched campaigns of Better 
Living through Never Complaining which | at first thought was 
going to make fun of them, but it was actually pretty sympathetic 
and fit into the film nicely. The DVD comes with several CDs of 
Complaint Choirs from all over the world, but judging from how 
the Chicago song is actually less powerful in its proper, 
instrument accompanied recording than it is in the live footage 
from Millennium Park and some parking lot somewhere, I can't 
rave without reservation about the audio discs. But I LOVE the 
movie, no complaints about it at all! 


The Electric Chair DVD (MVD) In this strange, beautifully shot 
oddball of a movie a painfully unfunny aging Jewish would-be 
comic finds himself in a weird dive club, populated by cryptic 
characters (including a praying hassid and a man forcibly ejected 
for laughing) where he shares the stage with a rimshotting 
drummer and an electric chair. As his hack one liners morph into 
the kind of dire, ugly truthtelling that Lenny Bruce thought he 
was doing the crowd remains stonefaced but the death seat 
becomes more and more appealing to the sad clown. Obviously 
adapted from a theater piece (a one man show, I'd venture) this 
doesn't suffer from the stagey awkwardness that plagues other 
screen adaptations like Short Eyes, because this dialogue is all 
supposed to awkward and stilted. Victor Argo is pretty amazing 
in the lead, and this lost mid-80s black and white art film is really 
worth watching 


Rory Gallagher "Irish Tour '74" 2xLP, DVD, Bluray (Eagle 
Vision) While it is hard for me to steer anyone away from the 
awesome double LP format, I am going to recommend you get 
this concert as a DVD, as the movie is genuinely remarkable. 
Filmed so cleanly and intimately that it almost seems fake (how 
can the shots be that good?) this captures the Irish blues rocker at 
his best. Seeing someone so young and babyfaced (he's about 25 
in this, but looks 15...it's hard to believe he could even grow those 
muttonchop sideburns) being able to play so well is just 
ridiculous, Opening with a blazing instrumental ("Walk on Hot 
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Coals"), the filmmaker (Tony Palmer, I assume the same cat who 
did the All You Need is Love series and 200 Motels) captures the 
joyful pride, playful energy, intense deciation, and grooving fun 
that Gallagher had on stage. But he also gets shots of the crowd, 
Particularly one enraptured teenage girl, whispering "Rory" as she 
stands stunned by the presence of her beautiful musical hero, in a 
way that profoundly captures the dynamic between performer and 
crowd, Every great concert rockumentary trick is played 
perfectly: the dramatically lit shot from behind, a la Monterrey 
Pop, closeups on hands on keyboards and strings, crazy 
perspective angles down guitar necks, low angles during solos, it 
is all on the money! And that you can count the pimples on the 
concertgoers, that you see Rory's orgasmic solo face as if the 
camera is inches away from the guitarist without him being 
conscious of it, and that they don't explain why a bandmember 
powders his feet for 10 minutes backstage before the show are all 
gravy! Ultra highly recommended! 


Jeff Beck's Rock 'n' Roll Party honoring Les Paul DVD (Eagle 
Vision) Obviously the first thought when one considers a Rock n 
Roll Party honoring Les Paul is that it makes about as much sense 
as a Polka Party honoring Dr. Dre. Sure, | suppose Beck and his 
crew associate Paul with his guitar designs and recording 
techniques that revolutionized rock, but anyone who ever bought 
Les and Mary records, or saw his decades of weekly gigs at Fat 
Tuesdays or the Iridium (where this was shot) knows he was 
hardly a rocker. Sure he could hold his own with the fancy solos, 
as demonstrated in some archival footage in the bonus features of 
Les and Beck jamming on stage. But Paul's yellow cardigan in 
that clip is what really reveals how rock n roll he was. That aside, 
the Less-than-Les material that frames the Paul tribute set here 
includes some eerie Elvis impersonations from Darrel Higham, 
guest spots by Gary U.S. Bonds and Brian Setzer, and a killer 
Julie London bit by Imelda May. The latter is part of a tribute to 
the soundtrack of The Girl Can't Help It, which cumulatively (it's 
spread out over the entire show) is longer than the Paul tribute, 
and peaks with a Treniers number. As far as the several song Les 
and Mary bit, May is fantastic, singing along with pre-recorded 
self-harmonies and finding those perfect enchanting notes. This 
DVD generally looks fantastic and is a lot of fun, And it has me 
on the edge of my seat awaiting the Klezmer Coffee Klatch 
honoring Katy Perry. 


La Peste DVD (La Peste) As the music industry morphs, CD 
sales die, and nobody knows what to do next, it's exciting to see 
people trying something differently. La Peste was a mid-70s 
Boston punk band who had a collectible spooky, 3-chord single 
("Better Off Dead"/"Black") and who already have had a couple 
of retrospective compilations released (on Matador and 
Dionysus). But this release feels like it's trying to not so much re- 
package material as reinvent the package. If this was just an 
archival concert released on DVD it would be cool, but this is a 
concert that was shot eerily well by Jan Crocker (the incredible 
crowd dancing shots look like they were from a punk rock Soul 
Train) and the post production is so intense (the sound seems like 
studio recordings dubbed in/the editing implies more cameras 
were present than at any 70s punk club gig ever) that this feels 
like a fresh angle on presenting a band's entire catalogue in the 
post-music industry era. There are videos in addition to the 
already music video-ish concert and there is a gallery of images 
with more audio, And most of all there is some excellent punk 
rock music captured here in a way that may seem more stilted 
than punk should be (due to the equivalent of high production 
values -- I'm sure there was no budget, but the talent of the 
documentarians makes up for it) but nonetheless captures this 
magic moment when punk bands weren't sure what punk meant 
and mixing up awkward lifts from Britain, art rock, garage rock, 
and melody was fine by every dancing fool in that audience, 


Michael Schenker Group "30th Anniversary Concert Live in 
Tokyo" DVD, CD (inakustik) I'm not going to lie - although I dig 
UFO, I've seen the Scorps a few times and I like me some 
Schenker(s, Rudolf gets some love, too), I really don't know 
M.S.G. from a Chinese flavor enhancer. That said, this DVD 
(which I recommend over the CD, though die hards may dig that, 
too) is pretty awesome even when I have to just fake it when Brit 
vocalist Gary Burden announces that I'm gonna know the next 
one. I assume this is the early lineup of the band, heard on the 
previous live in Japan album from the early 80s that used to be a 
pretty common slab of used vinyl. But even having not heard that 
record, and honestly having heard none of these joints, it's still 
easy to get into a concert that's shot so well, sounds so good, and 
features a band where everyone has kept their health, dignity and 
most of their hair together for the last quarter century (we forgive 
the Mike Love baseball hat Barden). They all rock so fucking 
hard, and the camerawork, chops, and chemistry between band 
members is totally spot on. And of course, what is more fun to 
watch than polite Japanese metal fans quietly rocking out? 

Rockin’ the Wall (rockinthewall.com) This documentary makes 
an impassioned argument for the role of rock music in bringing 
down the Berlin Wall, and despite some questionable techniques 
(dramatic recreations and split screen that would give Brian 
DePalma a headache) it's pretty effective. That the main 
musicians the filmmakers wrangled up got for commentary (and 


to help score the video) were from Vanilla Fudge should in no 
way indicate this was a V-Fudge-level revolution, and to be 
honest, I'm much happier giving props and credit to the Fudge 
than to Reagan! 
Eric Sardinas and Big Motor "Live" DVD (MVD) DAMN! It’s 
bluesy in here! 


John Scofield "New Morning - The Paris Concert" Nothing 
wrong with masterful jazz guitar wizardy, but I can't think of a 
single compelling reason that one should need a visual component 
to dig this, and dpon;t know who other than Mrs. Scofield would 
want to watch this on a DVD rather than listen a recording. 


Terminal City Ricochet DVD (Alternative Tentacles) I'm kind of 
shocked I never heard of this punk rock dystopia epic, not only 
because it's pretty good and ridiculous, but also because it's pretty 
damn good and ridiculous. What should by all accounts be a 
totally no budget film somehow crafts totally believable post- 
cultural apocalypse hellscapes, a credible exposed brain child 
special effect, and the best story of rock n roll terrorism since 
Bono led that real-life African coup, Just chalk it all up to 
Canadian know how. And there you have the reason few ever 
heard of this film -- it's way too Canadian to gain Repo Man cult 
status. It's hard for the other 194 countries of earth to wrap its 
collective head around a world where the virtuous messianic 
figure is a punch drunk hockey player and where a victorious 
revolution is celebrated by having a D.O.A. dance party. Actually 
D.O.A. is really good in this, and Joey deftly plays a (non 
hockey) goon, and speaking of punk thespianism, Jello Biafra 
does his best ever acting as a vile villain. Actually, I'm going to 
conclude the reason this movie may have fell off cult radar is that 
it came out a few months late. To do a hardcore punk 
themed/anti-rock n roll dystopia movie in 1990 places you just 
barely into the wrong decade for such things. But 20 years later, 
who cares? This is great, and the bonus CD of D.O.A. and 
Nomeansno songs (amongst others) is worth its weight in 
Canadian dollars! 


Velvet Revolver "Live in Houston" DVD (Eagle Vision) In this 
concert film (with interspersed interview tidbits with the band and 
a not particularly articulate hot Nazi chick) we hear the dudes tell 
the audience that people in the industry told them they'd never 
make it. I actually recall thinking something a little different -- 
skepticism that a band made up of three burned out members of 
one of the most volatile bands in rock history (Slash, Duff and 
Matt Sorum from Guns 'n' Roses) and the barely recovering/just 
jailed vocalist of Stone Temple Pilots would be able to stay 
together long. In fact they pulled off a solid five years, half a 
Beatles career, so | was wrong. But if I thought they were going 
to be super awesome or more than the sum of their parts, I was 
wrong about that too, as evidenced by this exquisitely shot and 
whimsically edited (lotsa split camera/reverse shot goofy fx stuff) 
video. I definitely heard all the VR songs back in their heyday but 
the only tunes I really recognized more than vaguely here were 
the GnR and STP covers. And while everyone is totally delivering 
the goods, Scott Weiland's rock star arrogance and desperate, 
weary eyes just don't match up. There are a few highlights 
however. one is Slash totally playing to the Texas crowd with 
gloriously pandering banter, and the other is Duff explaining how 
they cleaned Weiland off drugs with mysterious martial arts 
training. 

The Widower DVD (Alternative Tentacles) Although this is 
more a romantic comedy about a gentle-mannered elderly 
husband and his corpse wife - "Weekend at Bernies" meets 
“When Harry Met Sally" if you will - it's easiest to enjoy this as 
the horror movie it's not. Because then you can forgive bad 
acting, cheap makeup (the old man looks about 25 with oatmeal 
stuck on his face for wrinkles), and weak script in horror, because 
the cheesier a monster movie is the better. But honestly, this is a 
pretty easy Z-movie to watch, especially considering the 79 
minute runtime, and the cameos by Jello Biafra, Joey Shithead, 
and Nardwuar (as the donut dealer who feeds the bumbling cops 
who follow the nosy neighbor on the dead wife's trail). You will 
not laugh or cry or become the Widower, but you'll never be as 
judgmental about necrophilia again. Bonus features include a CD 
of the soundtrack (with some great tracks by Nardwuar’s Goblins 
band, Smugglers, D.O.A. and Coal), and a short b&w version of 
the movie that's even cheaper (and better). 


Young Islands DVD (Gulcher) What I hate about every one of 
the "“mumblecore" films that I've seen is that despite being no 
budgeV/underground-ish they almost always seem to just be a 
cheap version of something commercial, with the humor being 
hackish and the sex or edge or youth-element being 
manipulatively titillating. Director/writer Kevin 
Chenault's Young Islands is a film following a kid who seems 
relatively OK, other than the bedwetting, glue huffing, bi- 
curiosity, a hooker hook up, a crumbling family, and an ass 
kicking. Despite all the action of the previous sentence what 
makes this film legit is how mundane and straightforward it 
presents shitty, small town life. The semi-pro acting, the 
evocative black and white photogrpahy, and the soundtrack (in 
which poignant ambient sound is occasionally jarred by Gulcher 
slipping in some Gizmos action) should be a model about how to 


approach independent, underground, non-commercial film. And 
how to huff glue. 


GUEST REVIEWS byJAKE AUSTEN 
Exene Cervenka "The Excitement of Maybe” (Bloodshot) One 
of the funnest nights I ever had involved an X show in the late 
90s at the Double Door. That evening they were skewing kinda 
Country (maybe it was a tour theme, I can't recall), so about 
halfway through Weasel, Magas, and myself decided we'd seen 
enough, bailed, and just had a ridiculously fun night doing 
Wicker Park mischief for the next few hours. My point being that 
although there is nothing wrong with the rootsier stuff John, 
Exene, DJ and Billy often indulge in, it's not their most 
hypnotizin’ stuff, and apparently I can take it or leave it. There is 
no doubt that this new album of catchy country tunes is pretty 
solid, but for me it's hard to get too excited about. Sure, the band’s 
chops are there -- in L.A. you can put together an amazing C&W 
band, hell even Neil Hamburger managed to it -- and it's great to 
hear a Blaster blasting and some boss pedal steel. And when the 
pretty harmonies are foregone Exene's voice does have some 
beautiful imperfections that makes this way better (and makes the 
well-crafted songs way more memorable) than a Nashville 
pro/slicker singer would. I'm just having a hard time getting 
worked up, and halfway through the CD I wished Weasel hadn't 
moved away 


The Ex "Catch My Shoe" (Ex) The Roctober book that is coming 
out this fall was pretty much done like 2 years ago, but it was 
taking forever to get the book's forward from Steve Albini, and 
the publisher refused to edit anything or move production forward 
until they had all the text. So I would call Albini at Electrical (his 
studio) every few days and the crazy-assed thing is that he would 
take the call every time, even though he knew what I was going to 
ask and he knew he hadn't done it because he was so busy. Talk 
about a stand up fucking guy, I would never take a call of 
someone I owed something to, I would pretend I wasn't home and 
get people to lie for me or use caller i.d. like I was a fugitive. 
Anyhoo, just before he got it done (and it's a great forward, get 
the book in November) he was telling me that he would do it as 
soon as he finished recording X. Now | love all the old X albums, 
and I love John Doe in the George Strait movie and Exene is an 
awesome lady and I've seen Decline 78 times, but c'mon! No way 
is a 2010 X album going to be better than the Roctober book! Get 
your priorities straight! So finally I say to him, "Well is it at least 
Australian X rather than L.A. X?" And he says, "No it's The Ex." 
And I shut up. Then I said, "Oooh! My bad, take a-I-1 the time in 
the world." Obviously, if the Ex have something to say, I'm happy 
to be the next after the Ex! Decades into their remarkable, bizarre, 
challenging career, the Dutch Crass (or the Interesting 
Chumbawumba) continue to not only be true to whatever radical 
politics, propaganda, and social mission they dedicated 
themselves to in 1980, but they also continue to challenge 
themselves, with this album using some weird takes on African 
music that should make David Byrne and Vampire Weekend feel 
chumpish, Ex-cellent! 


Syl Johnson “Complete Mythology” (The Numero Group) Both 
the title and voluminous liner notes to “Sy! Johnson: Complete 
Mythology” reflect upon the Chicago soul veteran's penchants for 
boasts and fanciful autobiography. However, recently Mr. 
Johnson has been pushing two points of pride at the expense of 
others. Johnson is right to brag that he’s been sampled ad 
nauseum by rappers, deejays and Michael Jackson, and that he 
sired R. Kelly muse Syleena Johnson. But those achievements put 
on the back burner what should be the first fact concerning Syl 
Johnson: he’s one of the greatest artists in soul music history.This 
hefty set makes that argument for him. The 81 tracks here, culled 
mostly from singles he did before his seventies stint at Memphis’ 
Hi Records, show that as a 50s bluesman, 60s R&B crooner, and 
bonafide 60s/70s soul master, Johnson had a profoundly 
distinctive voice. Floating between Southern rawness and 
Motown slickness, what really stands out is the way his tone and 
phrasing make notes seem to start down deep and pass through a 
mysterious filter before we get to hear them. Thus, Johnson's 
voice never bares his soul naked, but coyly hints he’s holding 
secret knowledge back, that mystery making every lyric more 
intriguing. However much “Complete Mythology” redeems the 
soulful Syl, it would be disingenuous to say people will buy this 
just for the music. Following last year's “Light on the Southside” 
multimedia set, Numero continues to establish the Coffeetable 
Record genre with this gorgeous set. A hefty slipcase contains a 
photo-packed book, a gatefold-LP style CD case holding 4 discs, 
and six LPs, two being reproductions of real records, the others 
being ridiculously real-looking imaginary LPs, with period 
design, vintage fonts, and fabricated liner notes from Chicago 
soul stalwarts like E. Rodney Jones and Clint Ghent. Between the 
stellar singing and the ridiculous excess of design, this boxset is 
far more hit than myth.Which, if you'll pardon my shitting on a 
colleague, made me kind of shocked to see it get a tepid review 
on Pitchfork, a mere 6.8 out of 10 for one of the best archival 
releases in years. While almost nothing writer Douglas Wolk says 
is technically inaccurate — Johnson could certainly be considered 
an “also ran,” some of the ultra-obscure low budget tracks 
included don’t feature stellar bands, and obviously Johnson, and 
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no one else, is as good as James Brown (the subject of one of 
Wolk’s books). Yet to conclude that scores of inventive, funky 
tracks, dozens of amazing photos, an aesthetic orgasm of product 
design, and pages and pages of text celebrating a gloriously mad 
musical juggernaut deserves a mediocre mark falls somewhere 
between misguided and insane.Disclosure time: I am a lifelong 
Chicago southsider, which in addition to loyalty to the White Sox, 
an aversion to gas grills, and an inborn sense of alternate traffic 
routes on Southside Irish and Bud Billiken parade days, means 
that Chicago soul is an intimate, almost familial, part of my 
world. I’ve been in the bank teller line behind Pops Staples, sat 
next to Jerry Butler at a restaurant, and saw Otis Clay, in sandals, 
walking his dog (sadly not the same dog from the “Trying to Live 
My Life Without You” record cover). 
I'm not making this list to boast (I honestly wish I could un-see 
Mr. Clay's feet), but rather as an admission that I likely 
overinflate the magnitude and magic of Chicago soul stars, 
certainly feel more loyal to them than musicians from other 
regions, and realize that I have probably always seen Mr. Johnson 
as more of a superstar than he probably is. But even putting aside 
Chicago chauvinism, there are dozens of tracks here that 
Mr. Johnson's awesomeness. Certainly 
.” “Try Me,” “Dresses Too Short,” “Different 
Strokes,” “That Is Why,” “Come On Sock It Too Me,” “Half A 
Love,” “Don’t Give it Away,” and the other strongest tunes here 
can constitute 69 minutes of equal or better music than the 68:42 
of Kanye West's new album, which got a perfect Pitchfork 10. 
Perhaps points are docked for some of the less than thrilling early 
blues tracks, or for including instrumentals or alternate takes, but 
it’s a box set! Maybe they docked points because the vinyl and 
CDs repeated the same material , but taking exception there seems 
to ignore the joy and loving reverence that went into sequencing a 
bunch of weird, obscure singles into reasonable recreations of 
period albums, with enough intricate visual details to justify the 
collection’s high price. 
Wolk makes clear is that he really sees the weak material as too 
weak, and also that he feels Johnson was a “hit-chaser” and 
“trendspotter” rather than an innovator. As far as former stands, I 
really prefer the big picture one gets when compilations mine the 
ore and find both unjustly and justly obscure obscurities ~ 
especially when all tracks feature with an instrument as fine as 
Johnson's voice. 
But as for the latter charge, here is where I think proximity 
genuinely helps. It's easy to see how all these dance tunes, 
namechecks (of James Brown, Johnny Taylor, and others), 
answer songs, period-mandated protest songs, and musical 
exploitations of the latest slang seem like trendspotting and hit- 
chasing, and of, course, that's totally true. However anyone who 
has seen Syl Johnson live a few times, had the confounding 
pleasure of having a circular, disjointed conversation with him, or 
heard an array of Syl stories (only hinted at in the fine liner notes) 
would know that Mr. Johnson is the incredibly rare artist that can 
go through the motions of pandering without ever actually 
pandering. Even in his full-on, tourist blues club, make-the-white- 
folks-laugh, audience participation mode Johnson never gives any 
ground or loses any dignity, His force of personality, sense of 
self, and what some might call craziness, never concedes 
anything, and it’s not really pandering if you don’t care what the 
audience thinks of you. To my ears, on 45 rpm vinyl Johnson 
pulls off the same trick, infusing what could come off as 
hackwork into something weirdly special. 
I'm surprised Wolk (whose James Brown book I like) doesn’t 
hear this, but so it goes. I don’t own Numero stock, and don't 
have any professional stake in the success of the release, so I can 
only assume my defensiveness here is just my hometown pride 
being bruised a little. Fortunately I have a couple hundred 
minutes of magical music at the fingertips to soothe my bruise, 
GUEST REVIEWER: GENTLEMAN JOHN BATTLES 
Downliners Sect "Dangerous Ground" (SteadyBoy) The Sect 
returns! But in order to venture forward they had to, first, go 
back. This, the first-ever US release of a Sect studio album, was 
actually recorded and released in Europe back in 1998, utilizing 
the same lineup that performed, to date, their only two live 
concert appearances in America, in 2001 AND 2004, 
respectively. | was at both shows, and they killed! Harmonica 
player Paul Martin left the band a few years ago, and, sadly, 
drummer Alan Brooks left this world recently. The band is still 
killin' ‘em on the homefront, and who knows? Maybe we'll still 
have our chance to see them again Back in The U.S.A. (Uh-huh , 
EE - VUN!). Not surprisingly, the fiery Rhythm ‘n' Blues sound 
of days gone by is all still there, from the Bo Diddley beatin’ 
thythm section to the warm, bluesy tone of the slide guitar. Apart 
from a nod to their Skiffle roots, "Working on The Railroad,” this 
is an otherwise all-originals collection, and their songwriting 
skills are as strong as ever. There's been another studio LP, not 
yet available in the states, but this is easily their best studio effort 
since "Showbiz," the band's comeback album and call to arms, 
not against, but with, the pub and punk rock bands they inspired. 
"Dangerous Ground” is just a great album, whether you're already 
a fan, or whether you only know them through Billy Childish, 
who picked up much of his sound, dress sense and Snagglepuss 
phraseology from the Sect, or if you've never heard ‘em at all but 
know the blues don't have to be a drag, and Rock 'n’ Roll does'nt 

















need to sag. Their work here is fun. My work here is done. Exit, 
stage right! 

The Freddie Steady 5 "Live From Sugarhill Studios” (Steady 
Boy Records) On his latest effort, Freddie Steady Kre proves he 
can not only play the guitar as well the drums, but he can also 
play the room. Not just any room, either. Houston's Sugar Hill 
Studio gave birth to The Big Bopper’s "Chantilly Lace,” Roy 
Head's "Treat Her Right,” The Sir Douglas Quintet's "She's About 
a Mover,” and many other true classics of Rock n’ Roll, Country, 
Blues, you name it. Freddie saw The Sir Douglas Quintet when he 
was 10, and, from there, his destiny was sealed. It had to be 
something of a spiritual pilgrimage to go backto the very 
beginnings of so much of the music that he loves, that you love, 
and that I love. Kre wasn’t about to mess up a good thing. There 
are no overdubs, no digital equipment, no computers used, nor 
animals abused in the making of this recording. Just a live Rock 
n’ Roll party, In Mono !!! There was even a Go-Go dancer on the 
premises, I'm told, but you can't see her on a CD. Or, can you? 
Joined by his bandmates in The Explosives, guitarist Cam King, 
and bassist Chris Johnson, with Will Ivy on Keyboards and Eric 
C Hughes filling in Kre's usual place on the drums, the band is a 
living, breathing force to be reckoned with, just like the room 
they're recording in. The opener, Pat and Lolly Vega's "Niki 
Hoeky" is chock fulla swamp hokum, which Kre carries off 
without a trace of irony. It, like most of these songs, has enough 
macho bravado to do the barometer of all such THANGS, Roy 
Head, proud (here's the thing that would be the prize: Get The 
Explosives to back Roy for a FULL SET at next years' Ponderosa 
Stomp). Kre also revisits The Explosives’ calling card "A Girl 
Like You" (which, like "Shake Some Action,” still sounds like it 
should have been, or WAS, a hit). "What's So Hard About Love" 
(yeah, really) gets the full SDQ treatment, and a decidedly mas 
macho reading of The Beatles' "No Reply" goes into new terrain 
altogether. The Novelty-Hard Blues of "I'm an Armadillo" evokes 
the tenacity of the Texas State truck stop. No, I don't mean a place 
where Truckers stop for food and gas, I mean the damn things are 
always getting stopped, DEAD, in their tracks, by trucks. In 
anew version of the fairly recent homage to "Cavestomp 2001,” 
The Downliners Sect (with whom Kre is now activating Wonder 
Sextuplet Powers. Watch this space), Electric Prunes, Creation, 
Mark Lindsay, The Professor and Mary Ann, are still name 
checked (though Freddie didn't mention that's where he met me. 
Oh, well), but is it possible, this version has more pure punk 
energy than the original? Bet your ass. All told, this is a pretty 
swingin’ session, recommended for longtime Krezsters, and as a 
good place to get started if you just got to the party. There's lots 
more where that came from, with the usual suspects, and then 
some. But you'll be hearing more about THAT, soon enuff. 


Chase Hamblin “A Fine Time” (Steady Boy) Chase Hamblin is a 
songwriter of contrasts, not contradictions. His carefully 
orchestrated compositions never seem overblown. And his voice 
is both high-pitched and authoritative, kind of like Leonard Grave 
Phillips if he took himself seriously. Fans of, oh, I dunno, 
Nilsson, Badfinger, Hollies, Kinks, Brian Wilson, and maybe 
even that Lil' Ol Band of Randy Scouse Gits will probably enjoy 
this profusely. You'd swear this guy wears his hair long and 
straight, with a top hat and a black suit (and, you' be correct) 
while he acts as Ringmaster in his own Rock'n'Roll Circus. 
Sometimes you can hear a pin drop even as horn or string 
sections weave in and out of the mix, and straight up rock guitars 
and Hammond B3 organ enter the ring. There's even a garage 
rock-derived number, if you're patient, Hamblin is a name to 
watch out for in the near future. His musicianship, songwriting, 
and singing are all tasteful and confident, and his command of the 
studio is remarkable. And, guys, you might want to put this on 
when she's over. 


The Hickoids "Kicking It With The Twits" (Saustex) OK, You're 
probably thinking, "Just what I needed, another tribute album.” 
But, give this one a chance, and remember, when an equal and 
opposite force meet it can get pretty messy. That's why a real Bar 
B Cue joint, like Dreamland in Alabama, will give you a whole 
roll of paper towels. In Texas, of course, it's all about brisket...and 
in England? Gee, I don't know, and I'm a little frightened to find 
‘out, so music will be the focus of our Cultural Exchange Program 
today. You didn’t want to eat that spotted dick, anyway, did you? 
The Hickoids, as closely associated with Texas as Whataburger 
and South By So What?, are not under the mistaken impression 
that Texas is a nation unto itself, as some people 
believe. That lone star is still one of 50, and our bestest buddy 
ally, collectively, is still England (later for politics, let's 
Rock'n'Roll...). Therefore, it makes perfect sense for a band of 
Suthin' Boys to cover some of their favorite Britoons, right? 
Especially when several of them are from the still-misunderstood 
Glam era (as I'm writing this, The New York Dolls are touring, 
third on a bill, to Poison and Métley Criie. Glam Rock fans won't 
even want to bother with the latter two). It also helps that Davy 
Jones is along for the ride. Oh, I'm sorry, did you think I 
meant...no, no, no, they just have the same name, buy a vowel. 
Standout track "Have You Seen Your Mother, Baby (Standing in 
The Shadow)" benefits from Davy Jones' excellent guitar playing, 
which compliments Jeff Smith's spot on singing (he has 
Jaggeresque delivery without actually sounding like Jagger, if that 





makes sense). Jacob Schulze's keyboards give the practically- 
never covered Stones classic just the right sizzle. The Move's 
"Brontosaurus" is done pretty faithfully, retaining the subtleties 
that would go over or through most listener's heads. "Bennie and 
The Jets,” well, for a song that really doesn’t go much of 
anywhere, The Hickoids managed to hold my interest with some 
fine pedal steel guitar parts Scott Lutz holding it together. 
"Gudbuy T'Jane” by Slade, which actually made the Top 100 in 
the states (I even heard it, briefly, on the radio) is done pretty 
true, lead bass and all. Smith doesn’t pretend he can hit the glass- 
shattering high notesof Noddy Holder on the original 
(sometimes , the best man for the job is a woman, and that woman 
is Muffy Kroha from The Sirens), but he turns in a respectable 
performance, just the same. Why, they even find time to do Eno's 
“Needle In The Camel's Eye" and rock it up some, though the 
original rocked in a "Roxy Music's Ist album, you know, the one 
with Eno on it" sorta way."Neat, Neat, Neat” by The Damned, the 
one concession to 70s’ punk, wraps things up, at only 8 songs, 
but, it's a pretty good time. Still, I can't believe Tex Edwards 
didn’t implore them to do a Kinks song and a Troggs song. 


Hot Rod Hucksters “Party at Sam's Place” 
(www.hotrodhucksters.com) The first rule , it seems, to being a 
modem Rockabilly band, is you've got to sound like PUSSIES. I 
was around when The Stray Cats ruled the roost for about a year, 
and Rockabilly bands were springing up like so many pigeon 
turds at the Uptown Chicago train stations. The hell of it is, a lot 
of them could have taken the current crop down to the mat, 
contrived as they may have been. The Hot Rod Hucksters prove 
to be an exception on their new CD, which was recorded at Sun 
Studio (that may sound a wee bit precious to some but, they 
played the room, the room did'nt play them). The result is an 
uncharacteristically stripped-down latter-day billy bash. Some 
strong originals here, but it's mostly covers associated with Sun 
Records or the era in which it peaked. Standouts include "Love 
Me" by The Phantom, wilder than you think , and Charlie 
Feathers’ later recording, "Rain", "Boozer" is a standout original 
by guest vocalist and pianist Tim Larsen...it's the only time you'll 
hear the "F" word on this CD, and he takes his sweet time getting 
there. Another special guest at this session is Lisa Manson from 
The Dyes, Chicago's most promising young Rockabilly/Garage/ 
Children of Lux and Ivy band out there today. Lisa lends her most 
howlin' and wailin'est Wandafied vocals to Elvis’ badass blues 
"Trouble" (based, of course, on Jackie DeShannon's "Bad Girl" 
version), Johnny Powers' "New Spark," and even "That's All 
Right," the one that started it all (Dan Kroha told me Muddy 
Waters’ "I Can't Be Satisfied" was actually the first Rockabilly 
song, but I'll make bet it was Leadbelly's "Defense Blues"). The 
Hot Rod Hucksters play with genuine fervor and, there's that 
word again, rawness, but not at the cost of their own 
professionality. I want to tell America, these are good boys, and 
they play the HELL out of that Rockabilly music. (Apologies to 
Mike Stax) 


Monster Island Plus "Del Otro Galaxia" (We Ri Pro) Monster 
Island Plus, a two man band, long before it was the hip thing 
to be, hailed, alternately from Denton and Dallas, Texas (with the 
occasional trip to Brussels). In the mid to late 80's, MI+ were part 
of a burgeoning music scenein Denton, which also 
included Snake Farm, Bliss, Charred, The Whirlygigs (for whom 
Monster Island drummer and singer Eddie Holland also 
played), Professional Christ Imitators (a two man hardcore band 
that never seemed to have played out), The Hydrolators, and 
some guy called John Battles. It would be several years before 
anyone in Dallas picked up on this VERY DIY music community, 
one that would go on to usurp Dallas in local band power and 
even as a preferred stop for touring national acts. For original 
music Denton was largely limited to a former State Fair corn dog 
stand and a still intact ex-Pizza Hut, which served hot dogs 
and hamburgers, instead. Then, there were frequent house parties 
(more on that, later). Guitarist and singer Tim Pope joined then- 
exotic percussionist Holland in more toned-down affairs than 
what appears here, some 25 years later, for their first-ever studio 
release. The tempos and instrumentation go from one extreme to 
another, light and heavy like an Iron Butterfly (Pope used to look 
like he could have been a member of said band). There's a lot of 
humor, but, if you're not a fanboy or a former NTSU student, 
some of it MIGHT go over your head. Or just get stuck in your 
head and STAY there. They're joined by a full studio ensemble on 
most tracks, but since I don't do acid (and, I'm NOT saying they 
do, either), I'm having a really hard time reading the liners. Pope 
and Holland pull off some unique harmonies, and Pope lays down 
some cool coffeehouse acoustic and hard Garage/Psych electric 
guitar while Holland makes with both Latin percussion and big, 
bawdy Rock'n'Roll drums. All or mostly originals, barring a 
strong version of "2000 Man" by The Rolling Stones (I 
can't BELIEVE no one jumped on the chance to cover this when 
said year rolled around, especially with the prophetic line "Well, 
my wife still respects me, I've really misused her, | am having an 
affair with a random computer."), reworking the lyrics slightly, 
and throwing a verse to suit the year 2010, when this was 
recorded. It's just possible, too, that they recorded it in honor of 
the nearly-forgotten version KISS did in '79 (But the fact that the 
band members are dressed, quite convincingly, as Paul Stanley 





and Peter Criss, on the cover, didn’t influence my observation). 
The acoustic/electric tug of war reminds me of The Deviants’ and 
Pink Fairies’ first albums, while other songs, still take on 
a Hawkwind "Space Rock" quality. "Klaarg The Klingon" sounds 
like The Simpsons doing Star Trek, not a bad thing at all. The real 
standout track has got to be "The Leaning House," a staple in 
their set back in The 80s. The Leaning House was this old house 
in Denton that sorta ...leaned. It’s possible, somehow, that it's still 
standing (last I heard, it was). All the Punk Rock Art Student 
people seemed to live there, yet, it was hard to tell who actually 
lived there, and who was visiting. The Leaning House was host to 
many great parties, with local bands and visiting performers from 
as far away as...Dallas. These parties were often shut down or 
quieted down, anyway , by the cops, while the frat house next 
door carried on at three times the volume. But, Monster 
Island Plus could tell you more of it's legend than I can, here. 
They could also tell you more of the legend of special guest 
guitarist, Takashi O'Hashi,a megastar in Japan. So, while this 
group carries withit a "Hey, your chocolate is inmy peanut 
butter!/Hey! Your peanut butter's in my chocolate!" aesthetic, a 
collection of musical and personal explorations, gathered over 
more than half a lifetime, the end result makes perfect sense in 
this day and age. 


Ponderosa Stomp 9 - \n the aftermath of this killer annual festival 
it’s hard to summarize who and what were the best, I guess it 
doesn’t matter when there's so much going on at once, and you're 
on your feet for so long that even the short walk from the patio 
(thoroughly wasted as a "music venue.” But, they had nice metal 
chairs!) to the main room, has your dogs barking. Chances are 
you missed some of the best stuff, but you do your best to see as 
much as possible...In wake of Fats Domino's retirement, Swamp 
Pop Superstar and Stiff Records artist (Well, half a 45) Johnnie 
Allan couldn't really take his place, but he'd make the logical first 
pick successor. Though I'm generally not a big fan of white 
screaming Blues mamas, Joyce Harris was really saying 
something. Or, she would have been, if the mix was worth half a 
damn during her set. 95-year old Honeyboy Edwards, the pride 
of Chicagoans who still dig authentic blues (with no funk, jazz or 
Hendrix influence), natcherly did thing, the For-Real Delta 
Blues, with a small, sympathetic backing band. However, playing 
on the porch, in the patio, Edwards was impossible to see, and not 
much easier to hear, with all the yammering going on. The real 
contest would be to see which of Friday night's closers would 
walk away with the prize. Thee Midniters and The Trashmen 
were both as good as I could have possibly imagined, but, for 
very different reasons. While possessed of only two original 
members, bassist Jimi Espinosa, and one of the saxman (Lo siento 
mucho, 1 forgot. his name), Thee Midniters put on a tight, 
professional, and just plain unbelievably good set. They did ALL. 
the right songs, and none of the ballads. They were there to 
represent as Thee Midniters, and that they did, laying it on thick 
and heavy with Garage Rock and Ass kickin’ Soul and R&B. 
Original lead singer Lil' Willie, who alternates between singing 
with Thee Miditers and preaching, was nowhere to be found, but 
a confident, killer-diller, young frontman did the band's original 
material and covers of the day justice. If that wasn't enough, Kid 
Congo Powers sang lead with his heroes on "I Found a Peanut." I 
told you they did ALL the right songs, Man! Those guys 
entertained the living shit out of me, comprende? The Trashmen 
delivered their usual cool Surf/50's Rock’n’Roll/Rockabilly set 
with tight vocal harmonies, a savage guitar attack, and keeping it 
in the family ("You're DAMN RIGHT!" one of their wives told 
me), a new drummer in bassist Bob Bert's Son. Besides laying 
down the Bird Dance Beat like nobody's biz, he also did the best 
"Bird" call since the late, great Steve Wahrer. It was my sincere 
hope that they'd let him sing "Surfin' Bird," but The Trashmen 
follow a code. Only original members are afforded that honor. 
The verdict? Thee Midniters can turn any venue into a ballroom 
in East L.A., while The Trashmen can turn any venue into a car 
show in The Midwest. They BOTH won! Roy Head gave 
probably his best performance of the, roughly half-dozen I'd seen. 
He was in champion vocal form, and worked the microphone in 
such a way that Roger Daltrey would have thrown his mike in the 
trash, and Bruce Lee would have retired his nunchuks. But it was 
all over in about 5 songs. OK, disappointments were few, but that 
rates high on my list. Also high on my bummer list: I missed 
Barbara Lynn. I know, the line forms on the left, beat my ass. 
But, I was so exhausted at that point I had to go to the patio, and 
relax on one of those challenging metal chairs. Next thing you 
know, I'd missed Barbara, but the consolation was that I found 
out that Ronnie Spector was making a surprise appearance. 
Performing her two biggest hits, Ronnie was all over the stage, 
singing her heart out, and looking like pure sex. I'm just sayin’... 
Sugar Pie DeSanto had the audience in her grasp for the whole 
set, in which she performed what looked like upside-down ballet 
(limber does not describe this classily-attired, proudly pushing 75, 
former Chess Recording Artist), sang like she had demons (well, 
friendly demons), and did a slo-mo Iggy Pop descent from the 
stage to the floor (I'd swear the people held her up over their 
heads for a few minutes, but, I was pretty far back, and, naturally, 
this fantastic Rock'n'Roll moment was not captured by a 
spotlight), walking the floor in it's entirety, still singing, and 
returning to the stage to walk the line between sass and class, 














carrying both in each hand. OH, MY GOD. I'm still wondering if 
that really happened? On the Rockabilly front Huelyn Duvall, 
only recently making his mark on the festival circuit since I saw 
him bum Gunther Murphy's in Chicago to a cinder about 9 or 10 
years ago, put the "Rock" in Rockabilly with no concessions to 
nostalgia. Joe Clay, too, did his usual raving set, half of which 
was spent in the audience, but he was only allowed three songs 
this time! Just like last year, just as it was getting good to the 
people, it was time for him to go. I wish they'd let him do his 
usual, staggering six-song set, but, always good to see him, 
anyway. Red Simpson, the living heir to the Kingdom of Truck- 
Driving music, put on one of the finest, and best-received, sets of 
the whole weekend, He looked in great shape, and sang with 
honesty and dignity. And he was a Hell ofa lot more fun than 
you'll probably ever have at the reopened Ryman Auditorium. 
Young Jessie performed a rousing selection of Jump Blues, R&B, 
and Black Rock'n'Roll! Can you dig it? 1 knew that you could. 
Meanwhile, back on the patio..one man band from Austin, 
Homer Henderson put on a rockin’, and varied (his claims, in the 
pages of Roctober that a one man band can only do Bo Diddley 
and Jimmy Reed riffs simply did not ring true) set, closing out 
with the classic singalong "Lee Harvey Was a Friend of Mine," 
and some off-color humor, Homer also played bass with Eve and 
The Exiles, featuring newlyweds, Eve and Mike Buck, Austin's 
most seasoned purveyor of The Big Beat, and, now (finally!) 
owner of Antone's Record Store. The two were married on the 
patio, or backstage, depending on who's telling it. Eve and The 
Exiles made with the Blues-based Garage Power sounds, bringing 
the legendary T. Tex Edwards of The Nervebreakers y mucho 
mas up to sing a frantic version of "Move It,” the super monster 
gurl put-down Rockabilly punker that Tex made a standard with 
Tex and The Saddletramps, Loafin Hyaenas and The Swingin’ 
Cornflake Killers (1 told you, "Mucho mas"). Duane Eddy closed 
out Night Two, playing beautifully, though, from where I stood, it 
was sometimes hard to hear him, with all these people yammering 
away during his set (I don't know why they didn’t go to the patio 
if they didn’t want to listen). He didn’t really crank things up a 
notch until the set closers, (of course) "Peter Gunn" and "Rebel 
Rousers.” Despite the sheer scarcity of his set, it was a bit 
anticlimactic, compared to the one-two punch of Thee Midniters 
and The Trashmen, the night before. But, the fun wasn't over, not 
by half. Over at The One-Eyed Jacks, the after party was in full 
swing before you could wipe the gunk out of your eyes. It's 
highly unlikely that anybody got a good night's sleep the night 
before, or the night before that, But, Rock'n'Roll will out. The 
much-hyped opening act The Jim Jones Revue (whose frontman 
led the Stooges/MCS5/Hendrix-driven Thee Hypnotics some 20 
years ago), never failed to impress with a high energy stage act, 
but, I found myself liking, not LOVIN’, them as a whole. OK, so 
this line forms on the right if you've just gotta beat my ass. The 
A-Bones put on their usual set, refusing to act of sound like 
they’ve past teenagedom yet, /S pulling out some rarities, and 
bringing up The Great Gaylord and Lazy Lester (what can I say 
about Lazy Lester? He The Ponderosa Stomp) to perform a 
raucous "Oo Poo Pah Doo.” When the smoke cleared, Roy Loney 
and Cyril Jordan of The Flamin’ Groovies were gearing up for 
another triumphant Stomp appearance (last year's set is still being 
talked about in "DID THAT JUST HAPPEN?!" tones) they did 
not disappoint. Playing a heapin’ helpin’ of selections from the 
first three Groovies LPs (plus one track from their 10" debut, 
"Sneakers"), and later cuts like "Tallahassee Lassie," "Jumpin' In 
The Night," and of course, the shoulda been-hit "Shake Some 
Action." Roy utilized all his theatrical training, and made like the 
stage was a big canvas and he was the paintbrush. Iggy's doing 
fine where he's at, but he could still take notes. Needless to say 
(but I'll say it, anyway), Loney wailed and bellowed like a lion 
being romanced by a nearsighted elephant. Cyril shot shrapnel 
from ever corner with his plexiglass guitar, and The A-Bones 
hung on to their every move. Cyril told great stories, and Roy 
even dedicated the "Having Four Sticks of Dynamite in Every 
Hand at a Rave-Up With The Yardbirds" "Road House,” to yours 
truly. What a guy! Well, I couldn’t take it all in, but I had more 
fun than the law should allow in a city that tolerates smoking 
(both kinds) and drinking in or out of doors, like it ain't nothin’ 
(and if you must pry, no I didn’t do either. Rock’n’Roll was my 
drug!). For a few days, we had our little microcosm, where it 
wasn't unusual to meet people with similar interests (like Chicago 
when I first moved here), with whom you could make fast friends 
(again, like Chicago, when I first moved here). The people in 
N'orlins are generally very polite, making it that much harder to 
come back home. But, here I am. Once more, I lived to tell. 


GUEST REVIEWER: MADELINE BOCARO 
dust Kids by Patti Smith (HarperCollins) As a child, Patti's mom 
takes her to a park where she sees a swan for the first time. She is 
tongue-tied when trying to express the beauty of the magnificent 
bird. There were no words. This was the presage to her becoming 
an artist. Robert Mapplethorpe, was her catalyst. 

Patti has written a poetic autobiography and elegy for her dear 
friend, lover and comrade, Robert. It happens to take place in an 
exciting time and location — 1969/70s New York City, and 
encompasses the endless summers of their love. The city looks as 
it does in the film Taxi Driver. Scum on the streets, hookers, 
pimps, rampant crime, triple X movie theatres. But there is 





nowhere else these two innocent bohemians would rather be. 
Robert and Patti met by chance in Brooklyn - a couple of Coney 
Island babies. They were astral twins - stumbling amidst the 
‘gritty innocence’ of the fading arcades, freak shows and 
crumbling rides. Robert, the shepherd boy in his angelic curls, 
sheepskin vest and myriad necklaces - Patti in her gray raincoat 
and shades. 

They soon moved in together, sharing poverty and artistry. Their 
combined collections of religious artifacts, talismans, crafts, 
ribbons, beads, art supplies and their own creations are strewn 
about the pages. They kept sacred treasures in their room — a 
shrine to art itself, ‘draped in Moroccan silk’. Robert and Patti's 
stretches of desperation, hunger and lice-ridden angst are 
nonetheless romantic, as they paint, draw and write side by side in 
a with a vow that ‘There will always be us.’ 

Patti questions her worthiness and her aims before entering the 
realm of art. ‘Are we animating God? Are we talking to 
ourselves? And what was the ultimate goal? To have one’s art 
caged in art’s great zoos — the Modern, the Met, the Louvre?’ 
Robert continually struggles as a collage artist and painter, before 
settling on photography. The former altar boy also grapples with 
good and evil, and with his homosexual identity. Their mutual 
support and love for each other is unyielding. 

One of my favourite lines in the book; “I listened to recordings of 
the beat poets and Oscar Brown Jr. and studied the lyric poets 
like Vachel Lindsay and Art Carney.” Patti finally reveals the 
master of phrase — the true bard of Brooklyn — Ed Norton! 

The pair soon reside in the mythical Chelsea Hotel. ‘The Chelsea 
was like a doll’s house in The Twilight Zone, with a hundred 
rooms, each a small universe.’ The hotel is filled with hallowed 
names from the past and present - ghosts and sages, poets and 
rock stars. Patti and Robert feel right at home, 

References abound from old Hollywood, French literature, 
Victoriana, Rock n’ Roll. There is lots of vintage product 
placement; Kooks, Nescafe, Remington, vintage eateries; Child’s, 
Benedict's, Nathan’s, Hong Fat, in Chinatown. Patti meets Allen 
Ginsberg (who thought she was a boy) at Hom and Hardarts 
automat. Straightening the tipsy William Burroughs’ tie and 
hailing him a cab as he leaves the Chelsea Hotel became ‘our 
unspoken routine’. Salvador Dali calls Patti a gothic crow. 

Patti constantly describes her style in meticulous detail. ‘7 
approached dressing like an extra preparing for a shot in a 
French New Wave film.’ ‘My East of Eden outfit’, and a walk she 
copped from Don’t Look Back. 

There are several lines of unrequited love to Patti's heroes; 
Rimbaud, Baudelaire, Jean Genet, Jimi and Jim Morrison (She 
reminisces about her visits to their Paris graves), Brian Jones, and 
Dylan. Her affairs with Sam Shepard, Alan Lanier, Jim Carroll 
and Tom Verlaine are recalled. She hops from Electric Ladyland 
studios to Max's Kansas City, to St. Marks Church and CBGB as 
her poetry readings/music career takes off. Robert, meanwhile 
moves into higher social circles in the art world, where Patti feels 
quite uncomfortable. This never separates them though. 

In the poignant ending, Robert requests that Patti write their story, 
just minutes before his death from AIDS in 1989. She fulfilled 
that promise beautifully. An updated paperback edition includes a 
magical story of a young writer who had read this book. Her 
mother had acquired Mapplethorpe's old writing desk at auction. 


Lick Me - How I Became Cherry Vanilla by Cherry Vanilla 
(Chicago Review Press) Five Stars - With a Cherry on Top! 
Cherry Vanilla’s new book is so delicious, that I devoured it in 
one day. This is a long awaited tome from someone who was in 
the midst of all the mayhem - a fearless, sweet and vivacious 
groupie who became a ‘superstar’ - the nicest ‘bad girl’ around. It 
is sprinkled with name-droppings which include Jimmy Durante, 
Dean Martin, Cousin Brucie, Eddie Munster, Kris Kristofferson, 
Joni Mitchell, Warren Beatty, Don Johnson, Patti Smith, Mick 
Jagger David Bowie and Andy Warhol, to name a few. The back- 
cover praises are sung by filmmaker Tim Burton, Kate Pierson 
(B-52’s), groupie extraordinaire Pamela Des Barres and Countess 
Luann De Lesseps (Real Housewives of New York City)...from 
the sublime to the ridiculous! The intro is by Rufus Wainwright. 
Cherry’s book is even more exciting than her Scoops For You 
column in Creem magazine! 

Cherry’s mission statement: ‘..the passion of the groupie is 
probably the purest, holiest thing in all of rack and roll.’ 

Bom Kathy Dorritie in New York City(‘43), she grew up in 
Woodside, Queens — just one train stop from Manhattan. The 
mystique, lights, grit and glamour of the city drew her in. Her 
mom worked in a hotel above the famous Copacabana nightclub, 
where young Kathy witnessed 40s & 50s old school glamour first 
hand-velvet_ mink, dazzling diamonds, expensive perfume, 
famous singers and movie stars. These textures & people shaped 
her life, & all the kinky details are gleefully revealed in her book. 
Cherry speaks innocently of learning to enjoy and appreciate the 
fervent Catholicism that was forced upon her. ‘/t was the first live 
dramatic theatre I knew...but my true religion was rock n’ roll.’ 
Amidst some touching and naive childhood stories are instances 
of brutality on behalf of her un-glamourous dad who worked at 
the Dept. of Sanitation. His savage abortion of her pet 
Dalmatian’s puppies resulted in little Kathy’s OCD, and later 
manifested as nymphomania, an illness that she enjoyed with flair 
and gusto! 





With show biz in her heart, Kathy started DJ-ing in the 1960s at a 
New York nightclub, spinning soul, R&B, Motown, Janis and 
Jimi. Honing her social networking skills by working at Madison 
Avenue ad agencies gained her newer and gayer friends. 
Weekends on Fire Island brought new drugs and more VIPs. 
Cavorting backstage at the Fillmore East allowed many more rock 
star encounters and conquests. Kathy’s passion for words, poetry 
and music fueled her zeal for Public Relations. She became lover 
and friend to the famous and infamous at Max's Kansas City, and 
everywhere she went. She joined the Dadaist performance troupe 
Theater of the Ridiculous (described in her diary as ‘tragedy 
disguised as comedy.’) 

One of her clever ruses was ordering printed cards at Tiffany & 
Co. which read, “You are beautiful, so am I” with her name and 
phone number. This ensured liaisons with many beautiful 
strangers. But Cherry admits, ‘good old-fashioned lovemaking, 
both in body and spirit..despite all of my experimentations and 
petty perversions, has really always been my favorite kind.’ After 
narrowly escaping yet another dangerous predicament (her love 
of NYC is apparent here) she says, ‘New York City cops are so 
great. Without treating me like the dumb slut I obviously was, 
they escorted me back up to my apartment...’ 

In the early 70s, Cherry Vanilla lived and worked in the best of 
both worlds. She was among Andy Warhol’s factory superstars, 
and also was present at the beginning (and instrumental in the 
climax) of David Bowie's Ziggy Stardust fame. When worlds 
collide, fabulous things happen! The Warhol entourage was in 
London performing Andy’s play Pork. The Bowies attended, and 
essentially hired the entire cast on the spot, as their publicity 
crew. Cherry was appointed as Bowie's spokesperson at his PR 
firm Mainman. She spun his decadent debacles into humorous 
headlines, and became lovers with David and his wife Angie. 
Upon realizing that she was an artiste herself, a succession of 
performances ensued (starting with a poetry reading & book, Pop 
Tart Compositions). Mick Jagger & David Bowie attended one of 
her comedic cabaret shows at NYC's Reno Sweeny’s. Her first 
UK touring band included Sting of the Police. She also released a 
few albums and was a part of London's early Punk scene. 

My fondest memory of Cherry was walking past her buttocks and 
hand-prints in cement, hung outside the entrance of Trude 
Heller's nightclub Greenwich Village for many years. 
Congratulations Cherry on this super sweet book. You are a Rock 
Star! 


YOKO ONO & FRIENDS: TO JAPAN WITH LOVE (Le 
Poisson Rouge, New York City, March 29, 2011) Yoko Ono 
and Sean Lennon held two benefit concerts for Japan this week, 
pulling many of their famous friends together to join their Plastic 
Ono Band. Over two nights over $100,000 was raised for 
Japanese earthquake relief. The first gig was at Columbia 
University on March 27". The second one was really special. 
While standing in line at Le Poisson Rouge on Bleecker Street, I 
noticed Kenny's Castaways right across the street - the club 
where Yoko did several performances in October 1973. Back 
then, at the tender age of 15, I could not legally be admitted to the 
show. But now, here I stood almost 40 years later, waiting to see 
Yoko once again, resolved that she is still the most important 
artist in the world, remembering all the amazing times I've seen 
her concerts, exhibits and lectures over the years, and that John 
Lennon was right. 

The sold-out intimate venue held 700 people quite warmly, The 
immense tangle of wires on the stage was evidence that this 
would be a very interesting evening! 

Opening was Cibo Matto, the hip-hop/jazz/funk Japanese chicks 
whose delicious food-obsessive tunes feature all kinds of weird 
delicacies. Yuka Honda, Miho Hatori and Sean Lennon reunited 
their band after ten years. Their set included ‘Le Pain Perdu’, 
“Sugar Water’, ‘Aguas de Marco’, ‘Beef Jerky’ and ‘Birthday 
Cake"! We bopped to their beats and insane recipes; ‘Extra sugar, 
extra salt, extra oil and MSG!’ They were joined by horn players 
and an increasing number of participants, including Honda's 
husband Nels Cline of Wilco. 

Patti Smith, NY’s own priestess of prose appeared raggedly yet 
regally with her full band, including Lenny Kaye. She spoke a 
heartfelt dedication to the Japanese people, and began the 
evangelic ‘Peaceable Kingdom’. ‘Beneath The Southern Cross’ 
followed. Then from her Easter album, ‘Ghost Dance’ chanting 
it’s appropriate and prophetic chorus of ‘We shall live again’ for 
Japan. A passionate ‘Pissing in a River’ from Radio Ethiopia 
followed. Then she dedicated ‘People Have the Power’ ‘To Sean 
and his mom, who have done so much work for the people, and 
whose family has always had so much care for the people...’ 

Sean announced, ‘Yoko Ono has entered the building!’ Within 
seconds, she appeared, singing ‘It Happened’ acapella. Although 
the song was written so long ago, it has recurring relevance at 
tragic times in Yoko's life, and also in the state of the world. Her 
delicate singing abruptly morphed into screams of terror and 
convulsions, transforming into a song of redemption, ‘Calling’ 
from her latest album. 

Yoko told us how the song ‘Mind Train’ originated. It was about 
16 minutes long. John insisted on playing it for an unnamed 
famous musician, and Yoko expressed her regret of having this 
person endure the whole 16 minutes, However, I hope it was 
someone who was well deserving of the wrath of Yoko, and wish 








that it could have been myself instead. After all, one man’s pain is 
another's pleasure! A quite lengthy ‘Mind Train’ ensued, taking 
us all aboard with another special guest, Antony Haggarty 
crooning along. 

Ono also performed the hopeful ‘Rising’ the incredible blues jam 
“It’s Been Very Hard’ and my favourite - ‘Why?’ — an intense 
rocker featuring a free form guitar/vocal duet between Sean and 
Yoko, that is eerily similar to the John & Yoko version. Sean's 
array of guitar pedals was astounding, and he utilized every one 
of them, especially the fuzz box! His girlfriend Kemp Muhl 
played bass all night. Greg Saunier from Deerhoof was on drums 
just for this song. 

Yoko wanted to perform ‘I Love You Earth’ (from Starpeace 
1985) because ‘the earth is angry now and needs to hear it’, 
Yoko allowed Antony Haggarty (who praised the song's lyrics as 
pure punk) to sing this one, but then the two of them got into an I- 
Love-You fest that just wouldn't quit. 

Everyone sang and spoke something heartfelt and respectful in 
dedication to the people of Japan. However, Lou Reed shuffled 
onstage, cranked up his guitar to eleven and blasted out ‘Leave 
Me Alone’ from Street Hassle! He brought along an iPad with a 
scrolling teleprompter - which was hilarious and pretentious 
because all he sings is, ‘Leave me leave me leave me leave me 
leave me alone’! (Yoko had sheets of musical notations too — 
when most of her songs are purely improvisational one-word 
mantras like 'Why?"!) 

Lou’s song was ear splitting. He worked Yoko's band of young 
Japanese musicians (and Sean) to the bone - making them play 
louder and harder. It was as if he was telling Yoko, ‘Look! I’m 
even crazier than YOU are!’ She stood beside him, glancing at his 
teleprompter, chiming in with a few inaudible screams, but she 
politely surrendered as Lou hijacked her band! He mumbled 
something about how we all must be shocked, but to the contrary, 
it’s just what one would expect from Lou Reed. I am not saying 
that it wasn’t great. I just hate to admit it because Lou is so 
damned arrogant! 

Sean stood between Lou and Yoko, watching in awe, as if he'd 
bought a ticket to the show himself and forgot that he was in it. 
He was amazed at organizing and pulling off yet another 
spontaneous, chaotic, and enthralling Plastic Ono Band event. 
Sean introduced the final song as a great one written by Neil 
Diamond...it was his dad's ‘Give Peace A Chance’. 

As we exited the venue, we each received a cool gift from Yoko — 
@ piece of sky (jigsaw puzzle piece) in a drawstring pouch with a 
card inscribed: 

The sky is cracked now above Japan. 

Let's come together in our dreams 

to heal. 


A dream you dream alone is only a dream 
But a dream you dream together 
Is reality. 


I love you! 


Yoko 
Spring, 2011 


PEE WEE’S SHINY HAPPY BROADWAY PLAYHOUSE 
(October 27, 2010, Guest Review by Madeline Bocaro) 
Surprisingly , there wasn’t a kid in the house under age 30 for this 
8pm performance — the 2 night of Pee Wee’s Broadway run. It 
was couples night at the Playhouse. Guys escorted their gals. 
Some went reluctantly and some willingly. In either case, it was 
infinitely more entertaining than a chick flick. And the guys 
finally got to witness their rival up close — their wives’ obsession 
~ a ridiculous 6-year-old boy in a grown-up body. Gals whose 
guys refused to come, rang up their pals with whom they used to 
watch Pee Wee on TV every ‘80s Saturday morning. They hadn't 
been in touch for ages, but now they urgently needed a date! 

The couple sitting next to me were hardcore fans, clutching Pee 
Wee dolls and wearing red bow ties. They uttered things like, 
“Pee Wee is a genius! A national treasure! He could have died 
since the 80s, and we'd never have gotten to see him at this epic 
moment in time!” When I mentioned that Pee Wee's bicycle is 
now on display at the Hollywood History Museum in Los 
Angeles, and that it is, in fact NOT at the Alamo, they were 
nearly drooling! They left their 2-year-old at home. “He is 
Godzilla, and our home is Tokyo.” Too bad they didn’t give Pee 
Wee a chance to dazzle their little terror into submission! 

I was solo tonight. My dear boyfriend has generously humoured 
me way too many times. Most recently, he was splattered with 
fake blood as we sat front row at the Alice Cooper concert. I gave 
him a break tonight, and sat blood-splattering distance from Pee 
Wee, alone. Close enough to see his pancake makeup and his 
insanely twisted facial expressions, and feel like 1 was actually on 
a real play-date at the Playhouse! 

The blindingly bright, bedazzling and extremely colourful 
Playhouse was a wonder to behold. Everyone gasped as the 
curtain rose to reveal it. This was the psychedelic haven where 
our latent childhood fantasies were taken on an acid trip all those 
years ago. Under a stunning glittery blue sky, all our favourite 
shiny, happy characters appeared; Chairry, Clockey, Magic 
Screen, Conky, Pterri, the Flowers, the Fish, Randy...And there 
was a knock on the door every two minutes; Cowboy Curtis, Miss 











II EO _ 


Yvonne, the King of Cartoons... 

Paul Reubens is on some weird trip. He is really into this crazy 
little boy character. I think he is actually stuck in it. His mom 
probably said, “Paulie, if you keep making those silly faces it will 
stay that way forever!” If he did not have an existing mug shot, 
we could easily believe that his whole psyche is frozen in time. 
The New York show runs through January 2nd, 2011 — and will 
surely be extended. He's previously performed it in Los Angeles. 
Reubens* wacky juvenile alter-ego is still as sincere and genuine 
as ever. And he looks exactly the same after 30 years! 

Most delightful was that the original Jambi the genie (John 
Paragon) and the real Miss Yvonne (Lynne Marie Stewart), ‘the 
most beautiful woman in Puppet Land’, were both in the show! 
Jambi was camp as ever. His face was painted the shiniest green 
(eat your heart out wicked Witch of the West!) Miss Yvonne's 
hair was bigger and higher than ever — and also full of glitter. 
Pterry the pterodactyl was a beautiful shocking neon green 
whirlwind of prehistoric joy! The smiley Flowers were, vivacious 
and gorgeous with their googley eyes and smoochy lips. Chairry 
was sweet, plush and adorable. Globey resembled the original 
animated character with a long nose and French accent. (There 
was a latter Globey 2.0 on the TV show that wasn't as freaky). I 
did not see the point of the annoying giant pantomime bear — who. 
was obviously there to irritate Pee Wee as well. It only made me 
miss the Cowntess, Floory and Billy Baloney that much more. 
And they should have included the bizarre singing food items in 
Pee Wee's fridge. 

The dialogue was fast and funny, ridiculous and absurd. Pee Wee 
was in fine form, with a brilliant unflinching mastery of child-like 
facial expressions. Lots of nice special effects - but in 
moderation, maintaining a retro ambience (yes, the 80s are retro 
these days!) Puppet master Basil Twist - whose recent work with 
Joey Arias in the show Arias With a Twist was breathtaking - 
brought all the characters to life, but kept them surreal. Pterri flew 
around on very visible strings. Magic Screen spewed lots of 
useful information, Pee Wee sang and danced a touching duet 
with Chairry. Pee Wee read his pen-pal letters - steeped in the 
hilarious exaggerated international stereotypes of yore - as 
Globey pointed out each pen-pal’s locale on his head, A new 
ShamWow puppet was introduced, who appeared whenever Pee 
Wee was being ‘shammed’ - Wow! We were treated to 
a Penny cartoon, and a vintage Coronet instructional film on 
lunchroom etiquette (Don't be a Mr. Bungle!) Random lines 
from old Hollywood, and infomercials were referenced. Pee Wee 
had a hilarious elongated moment enjoying a noisily deflating 
balloon. Latin handyman Sergio wired the Playhouse for the 
Internet, replacing the old tin-can-on-a-string telephone. Pee Wee 
nearly burns down the Playhouse in his cooking segment.Absent 
were the little kids whom Pee Wee used to entertain on the TV 
Playhouse. The addition of some kids in the cast would have 
made it more FUN (the magic word, by the way). Although not 
enough to make the show too adult-themed, there were several 
double-entendres. The postman tells Pee Wee that he has a ‘nice 
package’, and presents him with a shiny pink jeweled box.There 
was lots of laughter and screaming. | wonder if kids of today, 
who are wrapped up in technology and have forgotten how to 
actually have fun - the main theme of the show - would even 
understand the joy of a plasticine playhouse with animatrons and 
puppet friends. There was an innocent time, when ‘J know you 
are, but what am I’ was a sufficient retort to a name-calling bully. 
It was really, REALLY nice to visit that wonderful time and place 
again for one more magical, sparkly evening. Nice to see you 
again Pee Wee! Next stop, Vegas? 


GUEST REVIEW by CHRIS BUTLER 


The New Hope (Smog Veil) My father was from a Cleveland 
suburb, so there were many trips to visit the Grandparents. I 
remember sunny days in the summer, and tons of Lake Erie 
snow-belt produced snow in the winter, And I remember being 
really excited about being able to tune in WMMS, the proto- 
classic-rock (because it wasn't quite ‘classic' yet, it was current) 
FM radio station. But I also remember sometimes we would visit 
this guy on the East Side who rented his upstairs apartment to my 
parents before they had kids. Their old place was in a nondescript 
residential neighborhood, not like super-urban downtown 
Cleveland or anything, but it seemed to me that whenever we 
went there, it was always drizzling, dim and depressing. This is 
pretty much the historical and emotional context I put this 
compilation into. Like the bands on this record were all 
comprised of kids from the gloomy neighborhoods, somewhere 
between the inner-city and the suburbs, of Cleveland, OH. 

And it's funny that WMMS, a station that was so instrumental in 
promoting glam and arena rock bands from England and other 
parts of the US, was so blatantly scornful of local music. They 
occasionally played a token Cleveland band (Michael Stanley 
Band), but during this same time period (late 70Ss/early 80s) they 
were overlooking bands like Rocket From The Tombs (who 
would splinter into Pere Ubu and the Dead Boys), the Pagans, 
Electric Eels, X-X, etc, who were busy creating the Cleveland 
legacy most of us know today. And while none of the 
aforementioned bands are on this reissued 1983 comp, I think 
some of their influence shows up. ‘The New Hope! could be 
considered a representation of the Silver Age, or second 


generation, of Cleveland punk. 

Anyway, since one of the participants on this comp (Tom Miller 
from Agitated and the Offbeats) mentioned in the press release 
that when they made ‘The New Hope’ they were emulating 
(perhaps a little too hard) comps like the DC area collection ‘Flex 
Your Head’, I feel compelled to mention some comparisons 
between these records. First off, the driving force behind 'The 
New Hope’, the Ian MacKaye if you will, was one Tom Eakin 
(aka Tommy Dark) and his band (the Dark) was on the comp (ala 
Minor Threat). Furthermore, Tommy's brother's band The Guns 
were included, as with Ian's brother Alec's band The 
Untouchables. Both comps feature a pompously named, 
politically over earnest band that also had a song of that name 
(Artificial Peace from DC and Positive Violence from OH). 
Positive Violence's theme song didn't appear on the original 
release, but it's included in the expanded material on this reissue. 
There's also a cerebral, sarcastic, scene critical, slightly poppy 
band on each comp; Government Issue on ‘Flex Your Head' and 
The Offbeats from The New Hope’. And then there are the rest of 
the bands on each record, many of whom were just sort of going 
through the hardcore motions. But this reissue is totally worth it 
for the gems that are on it, and for the bonus content, all of which 
adds to a clearer picture of early 80s US hardcore punk than the 
coastal gatekeepers have been presenting. 

GUEST REVIEWS by CHRIS BUTLER & DOM NATION 
X "Under the Big Black Sun," "More Fun in the New World" 
remastered reissues (Porterhouse) Porterhouse has recently took 
up the worthy work of reissuing classic punk albums on heavy 
vinyl that sounds great (though it looks like the original films for 
the artwork may have been unavailable as some of the visuals are 
a bit fuzzy). We asked two of our fave punk enthusiasts to share 
their thoughts on these L.A. punk treasures. 

(Under the Big Black Sun Guest Review by Dom Nation) I 
remember reading a lot about X but when I finally heard them I 
was a little underwhelmed. I liked them, and thought they were 
good but I just wasn't as bowled over by them as the other LA 
bands at the time (Germs, Black Flag, Dickies). Then Under The 
Big Black Sun came out and I was sold. I believe my first 
exposure to the record was seeing the "Hungry Wolf" video on 
Richard Blade's MV3 music video show (Chicago didn't have 
cable or MTV in the early 80s, only the inferior ON-TV 
subscription service). The Bo Diddley-ish beat, killer 
Rockabilly/Punk hybrid guitar, and the sound of Exene and John 
Doe's harmonies- the perfect blend of a great song. For some 
reason John & Exene's vocals don't sound that great to me 
individually, but together it's heaven.The next tune I "saw" was 
"Blue Spark" (records were expensive, TV was free!) another 
unbelievably killer riff from Billy Zoom. But when I play the 
record today, the tune I always pick first is "Motel Room In My 
Head." That is the fucking JAM! 

I later learned to love Los Angeles & Wild Gift, but Under The 
Big Black Sun with better tunes, better production, is in my 
humble opinion, when X hit their spot (rim shot). (More Fun 
Guest Review by Chris Butler) I think that I, along with many 
others at the time (the early 80's), suffered from some kind of 
punk purity syndrome. It seems that any deviation from a band's 
established ‘sound’ or whatever was met with intense criticism. 
Iremember being guilty of this with a number of bands. Like 
when I saw The Ramones in 1981 after "Pleasant Dreams" had 
just come out, I thought they were already washed up. When 
Black Flag put out "My War" and "Slip It In", I 
remember thinking that they had taken a step sideways, not 
forward. And the first time I saw X in 1983, on tour to support 
"More Fun In The New World" I honestly don't remember 
anything they played other than songs from the first 2, 
canonically established albums. And what a shame. What had 
changed so drastically that I would sort of give up on a really 
fantastic band? I mean, it was the same line up, the same producer 
they'd used up to this, their fourth record. There were the same 
cool harmonies between John Doe and Exene. Billy Zoom was 
still in the band with that fantastic guitar style and sound. I guess 
they'd cut down on the rage a bit and matured as songwriters, etc. 
Also, they were on David Letterman's show to promote this 
record, and they covered "Breathless" for a Hollywood movie. 
Maybe I thought they were sell outs. Anyway, I'm sure this was 
the first time a lot of people heard X, and I'm sure it's many 
people's favorite X record. And I'm sure the next time I see them 
play, I'll be psyched to hear them play anything off of "More Fun 
In The New World,"which had some tracks that time has proved 
prophetic. In the opener "The New World" there are the lyrics 
"Tears have been falling all over the country's face. It was better 
before they voted for What's His Name." Jeez, don't let Limbaugh 
or Beck get a hold of this, they'll say it's about Obama and make 
it their theme song. Anyway, they are comparing Reagan- 
era America to the Depression here. They list a travelougue of 
Rust Belt cities thatends with the awesome chorus of "Don't 
forget the Motor City, this must be the new world." "I Must Not 
Think Bad Thoughts" is another song that could easily translate to 
contemporary America. It's about the Existential dilemma 
regarding our personal complicity in waging wars abroad. Plus 
they manage to name check The Minutemen, Flesh Eaters, DOA, 
The Big Boys and Black Flag. Again, another great chorus in this 
quiet loud quiet, dynamic song. 





GUEST REVIEWS by ROBERT DAYTON 
D e il : Lint by Chris Ware (Drawn 
and Quarterly) Chris Ware's visual style is so refined and close to 
clean perfection, it can be easy to take him for granted. One can 
lick it and it won't soil the tongue, though it will cause play on 
the bleak emotions. It’s such precious stuff. With this latest 
volume he often uses stylistic seismic shifts that heighten the 
story. It begins akin to the way Portrait Of The Artist Of a Young 
Man (you know, you read it as an English Major) begins: through 
the child's eyes, using colourful, building block shapes which 
then, as the character ages, gets back into the more familiar Ware 
style. Towards the end of the book he sets up a page as a perfectly 
replicated Google search that moves into an online book review. 
Following that he takes on an aggressively red expressive style 
under the guise of an anguished character's artwork. Through 
these variou: Jes, the book maintains its’ heavy realism. 
The main character, Jordan Lint, was previously seen as an 
antagonist in a Rusty Brown story. Basically he’s a jock asshole 
who uses people. And we follow his entire life right up into the 
future (a future completely devoid of science fiction clichés). 
Chris Ware’s work is certainly character driven and, yet, can be 
tough to access; one can have a lot of trouble really getting inside 
his characters. It was rather difficult to feel empathy for the 
reprehensible Jordan Lint. Yet all of Ware's comics have so many 
relatable moments. And, hey, isn’t life all about moments? 
Moments that recur. Some of Lint’s self-serving choices caused 
me to cringe as I wondered, “Do I have it in me to do some things 
as awful as Lint if I don’t keep myself in check?” 


Dick Briefer's Frankenstein (IDW)Nothing gets my sense of 
wonder inflamed like a good monster comic and Briefer's 
Frankenstein is the best of the lot! This loving overview is long 
overdue. There was a previous collection of his serious era of 
Frankenstein but it proved difficult to find and was printed in 
black and white. Here we have full colourEdited and with 
a forward by noted comic historian Craig Yoe, this collection also 
contains samples of rare art. All three eras of Briefer's 
Frankenstein are captured here. When the series began in the mid- 
40s the monster was larger than life and lurid as lurid can be, a 
gnarled and nasty split-lipped scarred gargantuan full of wraith, 
running amuck atop The Statue of Liberty, through amusement 
parks, and cavorting with midget mobsters, leaving a bloody trail 
of death replete in four color garishness.And then..and then...a 
few years in, a complete shift to funny ha ha! This different 
monster wasn't that monstrous, he even gets called a ! This is 
full of F-U-N- Frankenstein! The rather comic misadventures 
include an encounter with a menagerie of Mananimals. Briefer's 
art style was now loose and free and full of pep! With the 1950's 
horror comic boom Briefer returned the monster to its’ grim tone, 
a now much more realistic looking and mute to boot monster, 
One tale entitled "Tree Of Death" is particularly striking, reading 
like a cursed parable. All of these eras of Frankenstein showcase 
Dick Briefer’s incredible versatility as a cartoonist, he wrote and 
drew all of these tales. Each era is expressive in vastly different 
ways. This hardcover, at 144 pages, leaves one wanting more 
Thankfully a follow-up book is planned. Everything will be OK. 


Ink Studs: interviews with cartoonists by Robin McConnell 
(Conundrum Press) For the past few years Robin McConnell has 
been doing the Ink Studs radio show, taking over from a couple of 
previous different Robins of different genders. He’s sought out 
the best and brightest of the comics form for this CITR University 
radio show based out of Vancouver (which is also available via 
podcast at www.inkstuds.com). This book collects printed 
versions of the numerous in-depth interviews that he has done 
with such cartoonists as Gary Panter, Marc Bell, Jaime 
Hernandez, Carol Tyler, Rebecca Dart, and others both 
established and relatively new to the field: some people included 
may never have been interviewed before. Topics mostly contain 
biographical elements, working methods, craft, etc. 280 pages, 
black and white, soft cover, Note: | mention this book as a ‘heads 
up’ to the reader, not as a review, since I have a vested interest (I 
co-interviewed Kim Deitch for this book). 


Norman Pettingill: Backwoods Humorist (introduction by R. 
Crumb) (Fantagraphics) This book is an expansion of horizons 
and may just be the least pretentious art book ever made, The 
cover is, appropriately enough, made out of wood. Why, it'll float 
your boat and get your goat 

Born at the tail end of the 19" century, Norman Pettingill started 
out mostly hunting and trapping in Wisconsin. In the 1940s he 
started his own postcard business. Much of this book contains 
reproductions of the numerous postcards that he made right up 
into the 1980s, as well as some paintings on logs, and hand 
decorated envelopes from his personal correspondence 

Pettingill was a self-taught artist. His work is completely 
footloose and full of folksy character, much pluck and hillbilly 
mischief. There is a reason why his postcard business thrived: the 
material itself is funny and the visuals are attention grabbing. 
These unhampered pen-and-ink drawings are rich in detail, Some 
tableaus have about a billion things going on at once, whether it’s 
ice fishing, hunting, or animated elk head-adorned saloon 
settings. He loved to get a bit randy, yet unsexy, when he drew 
moonshine-addled morons, or other such twisted grotesqueries 























Sight gags galore, like a cross-eyed gee-gaw Will Elder run 
amuck in a log cabin. 

This book also includes his more straight-up nature art: gorgeous 
pictures showing the versatility and variety of his scratchy line. 
Sublime, inspiring stuff illuminating further possibilities in the 
form, busting up some rules. 


: i by Tove 
Jansson (D&Q) There’s been more than one person who upon 
seeing Tove Jansson’s Moomin adventures for the first time 
thinks that it is a brand new work by an alternative cartoonist. It 
does look modem, decorative, a certain timeless quality. 

This Scandinavian children’s book from 1960 was recently 
translated into English by poet Sophie Hannah. Unlike the 
Moomin Valley newspaper strip that Drawn and Quarterly has 
been collecting, this format allows Tove Jansson to stretch out 
into illustrious single and double page spreads that combine dense 
black and white line work with bold blocks of colour that look 
like paper cut-outs. “Who Will Comfort Toffle” is a charming, 
sweet, and melancholy tale about overcoming loneliness aimed at 
children and everyone else who has a heart. 

GUEST REVIEW BYEDGAR EAVIL 

Wanda Jackson "The Party Ain't Over" (Nonesuch) Wanda 
Jackson is such a bombshell. She’s got the fireworks, sparklers, 
croon and cackle. “The Queen of Rockabilly” title is very well 
deserved. She’s a bad bad lady, but gets away with it since she is 
so damn cute. Who could not love that big hair (hopper!), eyeliner 
for emphasis, fringe outfits and of course that voice! I was half 
expecting this album to have her voice sounding so different 
What makes the album so great is that her voice is intact. She is 
doing what she does best and doesn’t fix what is not broken, I 
have now heard three excellent versions of “Shakin’ All Over.” 
The other two came from Mae West and Suzi Quatro. This song 
sets the tone for the album. The horn blasted hostess greets you 
right away and sways you in many directions. She even offers a 
“Rum and Coca Cola.” I drank one in her honor when I ROCKED 
WITH WANDA at Lincoln Hall. She improved and outdid Amy 
Winehouse's “You Know I'm No Good.” I especially love the 
spoken intro where she says “You always gotta push.” Iam not a 
fan of Amy, but this is definitely my favorite song. The same 
goes for Jack White II (the album’s producer). I have to 
appreciate how he used his “star power” to bring some attention 
to the detail that is Wanda. “Rip It Up” is an update that goes 
great alongside her original take on it from 1963(!). The timing 
seems better when she mentions her date picking her up “in his 
88.” “Busted” is the greatest “I’m Broke” anthem. It's nice to 
hear when payday seems distant, but still knowing it’s not the 
worst thing. “Like a Baby” is the story of a spurned lover coping 
with the sting and fascination of first love. I think she channels 
that well and possibly reaches into old memories. That's quite a 
task for a woman who has been happily married for nearly 50 
years, “Blue Yodel #6” is just what is says. This is a very sparse 
acoustic number with some sweet mournful yodeling. She does 
not leave Jesus behind with a cute version of “Dust on The 
Bible.” Wanda should be riding in a Smithsonian limousine for 
her contributions to Rock and Roll. This album offers a lot of 
variety and variations on the many moods of Wanda Jackson. It's 
a fine place to start for those who haven't heard. 
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GUEST REVIEWER: GARY PIG GOLD 
Keith Moon — Final 24: HIS FINAL HOURS DVD (MVD) 





Good morning, campers! It’s your old pal Keith Moon here. You 
know, “Moonie,” “Moon the Loon” ...or, as I very much prefer, 
The Greatest Rock and Roll Drummer that Ever Was, that is. Or 
was. 1 think... But I digress. 

Anyroad, we meet today so that I may bring your undivided 
attention to this marvelous new DVD disc entitled — just a 
moment here, as I do want to make sure I get this completely 
correct — ahh, yes. Keith Moon, Final 24: His Final Hours. 

Well then! I guess you could call this the, well, final word on the 
subject, ah-HA-Ha-HaHaHa! 

Final 24: His Final Hours. Yes, a tad redundant, I do agree, but 
nevertheless this splendid disc does promise to, in the very words 
of its very own press sheet you see, “unlock the hidden secrets, 
psychological flaws and events that result in the tragic deaths of 
global icons.” Here here! 

“Maps out the final twenty-four hours of a famous person's life,” 
it goes on. “Weaves the star's back-story with events from their 
last day, which lays bare the threads of fate that led inextricably 
from childhood to the moment of death.” I see! “These are no 
ordinary biographies.” I should hope not... “They're 
psychological detective stories attempting to uncover the mystery 
of why the celebrity died.” 

You know, I've been wondering that myself quite a bit, I must 
say! ah-HA-Ha-HaHaHa! 

MY “final 24” then: Bailing out on Paul McCartney’s Buddy 
Holly Story premiere party — a dreadful bore, it truly was ...and I 
don’t just mean the movie — then home for a quick cutlet and Dr. 
Phibes — now THERE'S a movie, mate! — lay it all down beside 
the missus for a quick kip and then... and then... 

To be perfectly honest, things do get a bit, shall we say hazy from 
this point onwards, as I’m sure you can understand, ah-HA-Ha- 
HaHaHa! But this disc here really does seem to do a fabulous job 
at pulling all of the pieces quite properly together, as it were. 

For a starter, there's a lovely little segment spent on my long, 
long-ago childhood. Even shows one of my old Alperton 
Secondary School reports: “Retarded artistically”? “Idiotic in 
other aspects”?? Not by ‘alf, then, ah-HA-Ha-HaHaHa! I mean, 
it’s simply called 

ADHD today, innit? But back then, it was just a whack-it upside 
the be-hind, and “catch us if you can”! 

But I reckon, when all was said and sung, I didn’t turn out all that 
pitifully, now did 1? 

Nice that they show some marvelous old Gene Krupa footage as 
well — now THERE'S a drummer! — and before you know it I 
hook up with Pete and Roger and John and, well ...you know, 
they never did really ask me to join. Nobody ever actually said 
“You're in.” They just said “What're you doin’ on Monday?” 

But I took that as a “yes” nevertheless. ah-HA-Ha-HaHaHa! 

My, my. And look at all the wonderful people they have 
interviewed about my Final 24. My almost-biographer Anne 
Nightingale — how are you, my darling? — and my own Best from 
the West, Pamela “I’m With The Drummer Tonight” Des Barres, 
looking as utterly scrumptious as ever, As well as some less, shall 
we say delectable writers such as Roy Carr and Tony Fletcher. 
Dear, dear Tony. He really did write a wonderful book on me, 
And I do appreciate it. Just make sure they don’t let Roger hire 
Mike Myers to play me in the movie version, Tone — ah-HA-Ha- 
HaHaHa! 

And there's Richard Barnes and dear Dougal Butler, speaking of 
Who books, and Jon 

Wolff, speaking of Who roadies — ah-HA-Ha-HaHaHa — and 
Kenney Jones, oh my and, oh! What have we here? 

Alice Cooper, talking all about our lost Los Angeles weekend-or 
in my case, incredibly misplaced twenty-seven months, ah-HA- 
Ha-HaHaHa-alongside John Lennon and Harry Nilsson and 
Micky Dolenz & Ringo and even dear old Steve Cropper, shown 
here trying his damndest to produce one of my, um, recording 
sessions, quote unquote, ah-HA-Ha-HaHaHa! Sorry about the 
carpet, dear boy. And the glass. And oh yes, the 16-track... 

But who is this now? Legs Larry? Legs Larry Smith? Yes yes, 
telling all about the night we... we. 

Well, there was an accident, you see. These bloody skinheads had 
surrounded my Bentley when we came out of the pub, getting all 
stroppy and shaking us & the car every which way. My dear, dear 
driver Neil Boland got out to chase them away, or at least try to 
reason with the bastards, as they were frightening my wife Kim. 
But just as I took to the wheel to try to save him, they threw Neil 
under the bloody tires! And I couldn’t see, and I ran... I ran him 
over. Killed him, I did. 

It wasn't my fucking fault. 

NOT my fucking FAULT, alright? 

And Amanda? Mandy? Is that you I see now?? Haven't you 
grown up all proper and lady-like, just like your mum! I love you, 
Mandy. I miss you, my little girl 

And Annette? My love? There you are, my sweet! God, it is good 
to see you again. You look almost... almost real. 

Oh, Christ. I must turn this off now. I’m sorry, everybody. I truly 
am. It’s just that I... I mean, if only I could... 

“He made it longer than Hendrix or Joplin or Brian Jones or Jim 
Morrison,” Miss Pamela says. Damn right I did! 

“So that was pretty surprising that he actually lived as long as he 
did.” 

I see, Pamela. 
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Listen, everybody. Watch Keith Moon, Final 24: His Final 
Hours, Really, you should, 

But when you do, all I ask is that you remember what Alice 
Cooper says: “If you take away all the insanity and just listen to 
the drums, he is irreplaceable.” 

You see? Irreplaceable. 

Or, if you will, The Greatest Rock and Roll Drummer that Ever 
Was. 

Right. See you all soon then? 


Paul McCartney Really Is Dead: The Last Testament of George 
Harrison (MVD) In the summer of 2005, a package arrived at the 
Hollywood offices of Highway 61 Entertainment from London 
with no return address, Inside were two mini-cassette audio tapes 
dated December 30, 1999 and labeled The Last Testament of 
George Harrison. 

A voice eerily similar to Harrison's tells a shocking story: Paul 
McCartney was killed in a car crash in November of 1966 and 
replaced with a double!British intelligence, MIS, had forced the 
Beatles to cover up McCartney’s death to prevent mass suicides 
of Beatle fans. However, the remaining Beatles tried to signal 
fans with clues on album covers and in songs. 

Until now, the “Paul Is Dead” mystery that exploded worldwide 
in 1969 was considered a hoax. However, in the film Paul 
McCartney Really Is Dead: The Last Testament of George 
Harrison, the mysterious voice on the tapes reveals a secret 
Beatles history, chronicling McCartney’s fatal accident, the cover 
up, dozens of unknown clues, and a dangerous cat and mouse 
game with “Maxwell,” the Beatles’ MIS handler, as John Lennon 
became increasingly reckless with the secret. The voice also 
claims that Lennon was assassinated in 1980 after he threatened 
to finally expose “Paul McCartney” as an imposter! 

Highway 61 Entertainment has investigated this stunning new 
account of the conspiracy to hide McCartney's tragic death and 
produced this unauthorized documentary that includes newly 
unearthed evidence. The mysterious voice on the audio tapes 
narrates the entire film in what may prove to be the most 
important document in rock and roll history, leaving little doubt 
that PAUL MCCARTNEY REALLY IS DEAD! 

Nevertheless, as undoubtedly and forevermore convincing as this 
stunning film may certainly be, your intrepid Rock and Roll 
Reporter has in fact gone to the ends of the Internet to fearlessly 
uncover, believe them or not... 

TEN MORE REASONS PAUL IS REALLY, REALLY DEAD: 
1. Give My Regards To Broad Street (...especially the movie). 

2. James Paul McCartney (the real one) was born in Walton 
Hospital, Liverpool, on the 18th of June, 1942. Numerically, that 
makes him a Number 6. However, the sixth song on the album 
Beatles 6, “Words Of Love,” was in fact composed by Buddy 
Holly, who died not only on the third of February, 1959, but 
stipulated in Ais last testament that all posthumous, universal 
rights to his publishing catalog be granted in perpetuity to none 
other than JAMES PAUL McCARTNEY for the nominal fee 
of... two hundred and fifteen thousand dollars (U.S.) 

3. When spoken backwards, the title of the 2006 Paul McCartney 
classical album Ecce Cor Meum is MUEM ROC ECCE. 

4. Paul McCartney's first fiancé, the actress and cake decorator 
Jane Asher, most recently appeared on British television in the 
comedy series The Old Guys. Its first season theme song was 
composed by the Scottish poet/humorist Ivor Cutler who, in 1967, 
was actually hired by the fake Paul McCartney to portray bus 
conductor Buster Bloodvessel in the Beatles’ Magical Mystery 
Tour, Buster, in one of the film's most truly disturbing of many 
such sequences, is seated at a restaurant table alongside Ringo's 
auntie Jessie as she is being served shovels full of stale, flaccid 
spaghetti by none other than... JOHN LENNON 

5. Throughout the Beatles Anthology “bonus” material featuring 
Threetles Ringo, George and “Paul” sitting and reminiscing over 
ukuleles together, George is constantly seen being painfully 
condescending to (when not ignoring altogether, that is) none 
other than... PAUL McCARTNEY. 

6. When you hold a hand mirror beneath the title written across 
the top of The Beatles" Second Album jacket, you have to be very 
careful not to tilt the cover oo much to the right, otherwise the 
record itself will fall out of its sleeve and most likely become 
soiled and possibly even permanently damaged by coming in 
contact with the floor below. 

7. “I haven't spoken with Paul in several weeks now myself”: 
RINGO STARR, Press Conference, Fallsview Casino, Niagara 
Falls, Ontario, Canada, June 23, 2010. 

8. Everyone, from producer George Martin on down, seems to 
agree that the Beatles’ 1968 double-length White Album should 
have been shortened by at least fifty-per-cent. But nobody to this 
day — including EITHER Paul McCartney — can agree on exactly 
which songs to cut! 

9. Throughout the 1999 Nitin Sawhney remix of the Fireman 
single “Fluid (Out Of Body),” an electronically-altered tape loop 
of a voice sounding strangely like that of Percy “Thrills” 





Thrillington can be heard saying, over and over, “Fluid (Out Of 
Body) doesn’t really mean Fluid Out Of Body, as in Fluid 
pouring Out Of somebody's Body — presumably mine — like the 
Bodily Fluids, mainly blood, which supposedly poured out of my 
body when I was decapitated and left to look like a walrus during 
a horrific car crash late on the rainy night of November 9, 1966 


after I angrily stormed out of a Beatles recording session 
following a heated debate with John Lennon over why I wasn't 
allowed to perform on the wack ‘She Said She Said’ 
--REALLY!” 

10. Had the real James Paul McCartney still been alive, the 
makers of Paul McCartney Really Is Dead: The Last Testament of 
George Harrison would certainly have already heard from his 
solicitors. 


Rolling Stones: The Mick Taylor Years (MVD) THROUGH 
THE PAST, SMARTLY: For those who arrived at the party 
rather late — meaning the first new Stones record you ever bought 
had a big red tongue splayed across its label — the five years and 
ninety-nine minutes contained within Chrome Dreams’ Rolling 
Stones: The Mick Taylor Years DVD will serve as a more than 
welcome addition to all of your recently-acquired Exile On Main 
St. collectables. In fact, should you consider yourself a part of the 
ever-expanding constituency who swear the Stones’ best work 
was done during that half decade between the death of Brian 
Jones and the arrival of Ronnie Wood, this is one documentary 
which absolutely deserves your undivided attention. 

Beginning as the Sixties became the Seventies and The Rolling 
Stones were struggling to grow all the way from “England's 
Newest Hit Makers” into “The World's Greatest Rock and Roll 
Band,” we hear the entire journey recounted by an impressive list 
of Stones biographers, historians and even session musicians, plus 
see the events themselves unfold via clips from the band’s initial, 
free Hyde Park concert with Taylor clear through their landmark 
1969 and 1972 North American tours. Not to mention a slew of 
Primordial promotional clips spanning “Jumpin’ Jack Flash” to 
“It's Only Rock ‘n Roll” which cover, in fact, a defining era in 
the Stones’ development as the band survives Altamont, Allen 
Klein, and the death of its founding member only to find 
themselves tax-exiled and semi-comatose in the south of France. 
It is a period during which they also somehow start their own 
record company, learn how to make their own records (thanks in 
no small part to their late, extremely great producer Jimmy 
Miller) and along with The Who and Led Zeppelin forge the 
soon-to-become fantastically lucrative U.S. arena-rock circuit. 
Now, the point repeatedly made during this entire film is how key 
a role Mick Taylor actually played in each of these remarkable 
achievements: First, he joins the band at an ideal time, fully 
Prepared to face audiences who by 1969 were expecting to listen 
to, rather than simply scream at, rock concerts which now lasted 
much longer than thirty minutes. With this, Taylor introduces to 
the Stones a new and subtly fluid approach to his instrument — a 
style which at first challenges fellow guitarist Keith Richards, 
soon perfectly complements him, and by 1973. practically 
supplants him both on stage and in the studio. Granted, Mick 
Taylor may never have displayed the highly adventurous 
experimentation of his predecessor, but it is hard to imagine the 
Stones being able to fully come to terms with Seventies-scale 
rock or even rolling with Brian Jones still in the band ...even if he 
did figure out a way to secure his re-entry visa into the USofA. 
Yet most fascinating to me are this film's interviews with Exile 
On Main St. support musicians Al Perkins and Bill Plummer, both 
of whom offer rare and insightful glimpses into the Stones’ 
recording techniques and intra-band relationships. Sadly, their 
stories (not to mention all those involving Gram Parsons) were 
left completely untold in the band’s own recently released Stones 
In Exile film. 1 wonder why... 

Acclaimed S.7.P,: A Journey Through America With The Rolling 
Stones author Robert Greenfield then explains how the tale soon 
starts to wind all the way down for the band, creatively at least, as 
he references the star-studded guest list Atlantic Records 
chairman Ahmet Ertegun assembled for Mick Jagger's twenty- 
ninth birthday party in New York City. Rock and roll — and The 
World's Greatest Rock and Roll Band along with it — now found 
themselves not only fully embraced by high society, but 
confronted with its accompanying high-stakes corporate 
dalliances as well. Yes, rock was fast becoming Very Big 
Business, and Mick Jagger in particular became utterly besotted 
and seduced by these unforeseen turns of event ...and at the same 
precise time his partner Keith was succumbing unapologetically 
to a degree of drug dependency which rendered him next to 
useless when it came to writing and recording new material. 
Again, enter Mick Taylor to pick up the slack ,,.not that it seems 
he has even to this day ever been given proper (label) credit for 
his thankless work in these crucial areas. 

Perhaps that had something to do with the man’s sudden, and 
surprising — even to some of his band members it seems! — 
departure from the Stones in ‘74. As Taylor explains most 
candidly herein, “My role in the Rolling Stones was to play 
guitar, I think after 5 1/2 years I'd really had enough. I didn’t feel 
that I could grow anymore. To me, they'd peaked (by) then.” 
Controversial words indeed. But one listen to, say, Goats Head 
Soup should prove at least most of his point. 

So, to many ever since, the Stones of the ensuing 3-decades-plus 
seem more concerned with creating financial rather than musical 
history; a band which appears to carry onward if only to prove 
some sort of statistical point. Be that as it most very likely is, all I 
will add here and now is Mick Taylor Years certainly deserves an 
immediate place within your Stones cache...even if you do feel 
more at home with December's children than with Mr. D. 





The Rolling Stones: Rare and Unseen, Beatles: Rare and 
Unseen, John Lennon: Rare and Unseen (WienerWorld/MVD) 
Now that Generation Boomer is shuffling slowly but surely 
towards the twilight of its purchasing power, spending far more 
time on the sofa than in the clubs or under the headphones, the 
DVD is becoming the preferred delivery system for the sounds — 
and, you bet, sights — of yesteryear. Of course with the Top Forty 
having long since gone TiVo, an audio-only package today seems 
as antiquated as, well, a record album ...remember those? Even 
supposed sure-bets like those recent Beatles remasters, not to 
mention the Rolling Stones’ deluxe Exile On Main St. repackage, 
each make damn sure shiny happy li'l documentary films 
accompany all the aurally enhanced yeah-yeah-yeah's and 
tumblin’ digital dice. So it should really come as no surprise 
that what remains of once-almighty entertainment conglomerates 
are now frantically trolling the globe for every still-existing cache 
of promotional or even newsreel footage with which to slice, dice, 
then tack onto their latest deep-catalog up-grades. Just as back in 
the dawn of the CD age itself, the lure of the Bonus Track (ideally 
of the “previously unreleased” ilk) was employed to tempt us into 
purchasing Pet Sounds or the Elvis Presley catalog yet again. And 
again, Wienerworld Ltd.'s Rare and Unseen series, now 
available from the fine folk over at MVD Visual, duly compile 
quite often remarkable footage of retro-icons John Lennon and 
those once-Rolling Stones into two, hour-plus collections which 
whisk us back to the very earliest days (interviewing Colin 
Hanton from John's pre-Beatle Quarrymen) straight up to the near 
present (check out the Stones hanging fire with Martin Scorsese 
at the Berlinale Film Festival Shine A Light premiere). In 
between it all we chart The Chief Beatle’s long and incredibly 
winding political awakening via those “Bigger than Jesus” 
wisecracks straight through his campaign to ensure “War is 
Over,” whilst meanwhile Mick Jagger struggles to decry his 
position as Voice of a Generation circa 1967, then two decades 
later defend his War is Most Definitely NOT Over “Undercover 
Of The Night” video to a most skeptical indeed veejay. Plus it 
should go without saying that both the Lennon and especially 
Stones discs present quintessentially quaint drug bust montages 
direct from the court house steps of Swinging London: clips 
which, as the Sixties progressed, replaced the airport 
departure/arrival staging as every pop idols’ ideal photo- 
opportunity. That said, even the most jaded and/or cynical 
viewer will have a smile raised when watching former British 
Prime Minister Tony Blair's father-in-law reminisce about the 
marijuana dealer he once shared with John and Yoko, not to 
mention Mick Jagger turning up with Ais father ~ and the Duke of 
Kent! — for the gala opening of his very own Performing Arts 
Centre circa 2000. Stickier still, we witness the (in)famous food 
fight at the Stones’ Beggars Banquet launch, Mick taking 
particular pride in violently grinding a pie into the face of Brian 
Jones before the assembled photographers. One can perhaps find 
some solace in the fact that Mr. Jones, for one, never lived long 
enough to become the TMZ age’s latest sacrificial star. In 
between all the fun and custard however lies most revealing 
footage of Brian's replacement Mick Taylor (looking extremely 
reticent; shell-shocked, even) being paraded before the media just 
prior to his on-stage debut at the Stones’ Hyde Park-slash-Jones 
Memorial concert, plus a fascinating, long-thought-lost 1973 
interview with an equally, most uncharacteristically ill-at-ease 
John Lennon which aired only once on London Weekend 
Television. Fortunately, throughout both discs the talking 
heads from the present day are kept to a bare minimum — I mean, 
why in the world does Phil Collins, of all people, pop up briefly? 
(“I never met Lennon,” he admits. “And I don't know if I'd have 
liked him if I'd have met him.” Hmmmm... this from the former 
child actor who was awarded his Big Break by appearing as an 
extra in A Hard Day's Night?!) So, for better or sometimes even 
for worst, the myriad stories are left strictly told by Messrs, 
Lennon, Jagger, Richard, Watts, Wyman and Jones themselves; 
Bill Wyman, in fact, emerging throughout as perhaps the most 
astute and unquestionably articulate of them all. Yes, these were 
the days when musicians still carried their own equipment as 
opposed to their own speechwriters and publicists. Wonderful 
verbal warts and all then, like the music its subject matters once 
recklessly created. Rare and Unseen John Lennon and Rare and 
Unseen Rolling Stones, along with companion disc Rare and 
Unseen Beatles, are every bit as entertaining to watch as they are 
to, yes, merely listen to. 


You're Strange: A Film About The Doors (Eagle Rock) 

A FILM ABOUT THE DOORS...FINALLY !! The summer of 
1970 was certainly a strange one in, for, and around what we may 
now quaintly call the pop/rock scene: Paul had just left his 
Beatles, for starters, the Stones and Dylan were missing-without- 
much-action, kids were throwing various Jacksons, Osmonds, and 
even Bobby Sherman way up the charts whilst the older kids were 
pretending to get back to the garden via a newly-released big- 
Hollywood Woodstock movie. 

Meanwhile, this particular R-tober Reviewer was busy buying up 
every single Creedence record he could lay his young hands on, 
Tl have you all know, 

Then again there was the, well, strange case of John Densmore, 
Robby Krieger, Ray Manzarek & Jim Morrison who, after having 








closed out those Sixties with a “flop” album (The Soft Parade) 
and even floppier run-ins with the law (their singer having gotten 
busted acting naughty on stage in Miami, and again on a Phoenix- 
bound airliner) now found themselves in 1970 under immense 
pressure to resurrect their career and get back to where they once 
belonged. As in the basics, musically speaking that is. 

These various struggles, conflicts, lewd behavior indictments and 
then some are all fully explored ~ along with, thankfully, lots of 
great music too — in a fascinating documentary entitled When 
You're Strange: A Film About The Doors, freshly available on 
DVD and Blu-ray from those fine folk over at Eagle Rock. 

Now, unlike the band’s own series of understandably self-serving 
concert films over the years or, on entirely the other hand, Oliver 
Stone's utterly cataclysmic 1991 biopic The Doors, Tom 
DiCillo’s When You're Strange perhaps comes closest to finally 
presenting, as no less an authority as Ray Manzarek has long 
promised, “the true story of The Doors.” It does so by wisely 
keeping 21st Century interference to a bare minimum, 
concentrating instead on a wealth of live and studio footage from 
throughout the band’s surprisingly brief career intriguingly 
intercut with — and this is the film's real coup to my eyes — never 
before seen segments from Jim Morrison's barely-released 1969 
short subject HWY: An American Pastoral. 

Without ever getting overtly ham-fisted a la the above-mentioned 
Mr. Stone, DiCillo (along with Johnny Depp’s narration) weaves 
the HWY footage of Morrison speeding across the California 
desert to actually drive When You're Strange forward, onward 
and upward from the band’s infant gigs on L.A."s Sunset Strip 
through the recording of their landmark debut album in 1966 and 
subsequent stardom. It’s interesting, not to mention important to 
realize and understand just how big a pop star Jim was at this 
time: He may have been playing it so cool by singing the dreaded 
“higher” word when The Doors performed “Light My Fire” on Ed 
Sullivision, but at the same time this was a man only too happy to 
appear bare-chested and love-bead-adorned alongside Davy Jones 
and Mark Lindsay across the pages of 16 Magazine. 

When You're Strange similarly pulls few punches in charting the 
band's just-as-speedy fall from those poppiest of heights, mainly 
but not fully on account of Jimbo’s descent into the depths of 
alcoholic fear and self-loathing. It was indeed, and still remains, 
quite disheartening to watch The Doors’ slinky frontman decline 
from the leather-clad Lizard King of every bad girl's Summer of 
Love dreams to the bearded, bloated ragamuffin who hauled 
sheep on stage in 1969, only to then berate his audience with cries 
of “You love it, don’t ya? Maybe you love gettin’ your face stuck 
in the shit, You're all a bunch of fuckin’ idiots!” Oh, Morrison... 
Such performance Art with a capital “F” notwithstanding, footage 
from the band’s 1968 European tour, and then a remarkable 
sequence from the “Wild Child” recording session itself, show 
The Doors were without a single doubt a four-piece band, oh so 
much greater than the sum of its equal parts, with each man 
contributing his own special brilliance to the creation. There 
wasn't ever a single weak musical link to this band, its writing, 
arranging, and (usually) its performing skills, and When You're 
Strange never once lets the viewer get distracted from this 
critically important fact ...despite the carnival atmosphere which 
never seemed to cease swirling around the entire proceedings. 
Finally, we also see how, following that tricky Summer of 1970, 
the band fully rebounded with its final two albums, Morrison 
Hotel and L.A. Woman (again, When You're Strange presents 
fabulous footage from the latter's recording sessions 
..-apparently, the last existing footage of the band as a whole). 
But then, most inconveniently, Jim moved to Paris and rumor has 
it actually died there very early on the morning of July 3, 1971. 
Now he may indeed remain “hot, sexy, and dead” as Rolling 
Stone declared a decade later, kicking off the Doors Resurrection 
each surviving band member continues to propagate most 
efficiently to this day. Yet Tom DiCillo has bravely succeeded, 
where few have ever even attempted to before, in stripping away 
the excess, puncturing the mythology, and — What a concept! — 
letting The Doors’ MUSIC do the talking. 

Strange indeed. 

GUEST REVIEW by CARRIE GOLUS 
Late, Late At Night by Rick Springfield (Touchstone) 
Apparently I am very lucky to be able to review Late, Late at 
Night, the new Rick Springfield autobiography, When Jake 
Austen sent out an email asking if anyone was interested, he was 
amazed at how many people wanted to do it. So amazed, that he 
interviewed us all and wrote an article for Time Out about it. 

The other potential reviewers actually had much better reasons 
than I did. One of them, for example, raved about Zoot, 
Springfield’s late sixties band in his native Australia. 

I had neither obscure musical knowledge nor a passion for 
Springfield’s music. I was just idly curious. In the early days of 
MTV, when I was in junior high school, he had loomed so large. 
And then he disappeared. Where? Why? And a few weeks before 
Austen’s email hit my in-box, I had come across an article about 
Springfield's book, which mentioned that his wife of 26 years— 
that caught my attention too, 26 years—had refused to read it. 
‘What could be so awful? And if it had been so awful, why would 
she stay? 

“When I tumed fifty,” reads the author's note, “I wrote a song 
about my life so far, to see if I could fit it into a three-minute pop 


tune. I could.” He called the song “My Depression.” Most lyrics, 
when printed, are bad. These are very, very bad. I stopped reading 
the book, and didn’t return to it for weeks. 

Which was unfair, because Springfield's early life is outrageously 
interesting. Young Rick Springthorpe (the leader of one of his 
first bands renamed him “Springfield,” with the reasonable 
argument that everyone would get it wrong anyway) grows up in 
an Australia that he doesn't seem old enough to fit. Milk is 
delivered by horse and cart, then stored in an icebox. When his 
family buys the first television in the village, all the neighbors 
come over to watch it. 

In an odd moment during this backwater childhood, Springfield's 
fourth-grade teacher asks him to stay after school. Having just 
purchased a new belt to discipline her students, she wants him to 
hit her with it, so she can test how it feels. Hmmm. Springfield 
doesn’t connect this incident, or another inappropriately early 
sexual experience, to his later sex addiction. But for the therapy- 
minded, it’s certainly there 

In another chapter—so bizarre, that it seems almost 
unbelievable— Springfield, age 17, joins a band called MPD Ltd, 
which promptly leaves for Vietnam. The year is 1968. Much later, 
Springfield discovers that the promoter hires unsuspecting 
Australian bands, sending them to parts of the war zone where the 
USO refuses to go. The only thing worse than being awakened by 
mortars and rockets, Springfield writes, “is having them land 
around us when we're playing a gig.” 
Springfield survives and soon afterward, moves to the United 
States. I had not realized that his eighties career was actually a 
comeback—in the early seventies, he has an even frothier career, 
when he is marketed as the next David Cassidy, complete with 
the teen magazine interview, “Rick Springfield: Is he too tall to 
love?” When this career wanes, he returns to Australia and has 
plastic surgery, at age 23 

Springfield wrote the book himself, without the assistance of a 
ghost writer, as the press material points out. His style takes a bit 
of getting used to—for example, trying to make a living as a 
musician, he writes, “has been like trying to suck pregnant goats 
through a garden hose” —but it’s genuine. His anecdotes are often 
perfectly paced, such as the story about trying to buy a button- 
down shirt that would fit his dog (for the photo shoot for Working 
Class Dog, of course). Springfield also explains the stories behind 
a few of the songs—though not all of them—so fans will know 
definitively that “Jessie's Girl” was indeed inspired by a real girl, 
but that her boyfriend was called Gary. 

If you like your books to have a happy ending, you should stop 
reading around p. 211. At that point, in the mid-1980s, 
Springfield is equally famous for his Top 40 hits and his role on 
General Hospital. Springfield is a likable guy. You want him to 
win and keep on winning. And yet you know he can’t. He loses 
his record deal and his expensive house. He plays Vegas. He has 
more plastic surgery. The surgeon promises to make him look 
years younger, leaving out the possibility “that I could also end 
up looking like a stretched-lizard-faced freak,” which, honestly, 
in some photos, he kind of does. 

Toward the end of the book, the time periods get longer, but less 
and less happens. He meets a seven-year-old girl, Sahara, who 
develops cancer; he holds a series of benefit concerts. Most of his 
own two sons’ childhood is skimmed over. It's unclear why. 

At one point, he is asked to appear on an Oprah episode about 
one-hit wonders, and quite rightly, he refuses: “I toy with the idea 
of sending them an email with the titles of my seventeen Top-40 
friggin’ hits poetically woven through...underlining the fact that I 
am a waaay bigger star than they think I am.” He does agree to be 
interviewed for Behind the Music. And his book in fact follows 
the Behind the Music formula—early struggles, success, failure, 
redemption—but without too much in the way of redemption. 
Springfield still seems to be struggling with his depression, his 
addictions, his loving but dysfunctional marriage. Still seems to 
be longing for fame that probably won't return. How does the 
book end? I can barely remember. I want him to surprise us, 
though. I want him to surprise us all 

GUEST REVIEWS by JOHN GREENFIELD 
‘The Chainbreaker Bike Book by Shelly Lynn Jackson and 
Ethan Clark, A Rough Guide to Bicycle Maintenance By Shelly 
Lynn Jackson, Bipedal, by Pedal (edited by Joe Biel), Anarchist 
Bike Rally / Confidential Mad Libs (compiled by Joe Biel) 
(Microcosm) The Chainbreaker Bike Book is a great DIY guide 
to bicycle repair and bike culture from two veterans of the 
grassroots bicycle scene in pre-Katrina New Orleans. The first 
half of the book is a punk-rock mechanics manual, breaking down 
the art of bike maintenance to a level that anyone can understand, 
with a friendly, encouraging voice and charming, hand-drawn 
illustrations, The second half reproduces all four issues 
of Jackson’s Chainbreaker zine, the hard copies of which were 
destroyed during the hurricane. Articles range from a tribute to 
African-American cycling great Marshall “Major” Taylor to a 
hilarious story about delivering friend chicken by cargo bike to 
Bourbon Street strippers. In A Rough Guide to Bicycle 
Maintenance. Jackson provides the essential info you need to 
keep your bike running — flat fixes, brake adjustments and basic 
tune-ups — into zine form. This is perfect for those who are just 
getting started with doing their own wrenching. Bipedal, by 
Pedal is acollection of essays and cartoons about the history 
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and significance of the worldwide Critical Mass bicycle protest- 
parade phenomenon. It is a great primer for anyone who is new to 
the movement, as well as a nice roll down memory lane for 
seasoned Massers, i ii 

Libsis alittle booklet that provides Critical Mass 
comedy courtesy of the Portland, OR, Bureau of Police, via the 
Freedom of Information Act. A collection of police documents 
dating from 1993 to 2005 keeping tabs on the Rose City’s 
burgeoning Critical Mass bike ride, it reveals the cops’ 
growing paranoia that this parade of scruffy two-wheeled activists 
would “start a riot that would endanger the lives of families and 
children.” It’s a hilarious read. 


GUEST REVIEW by ANTHONY ILLARDE 
Articles of Faith "New Normal Catastrophe""New Normal 
Catastrophe" (Alternative Tentacles) The one-two punch of the 
October 2010 Riot fest reunion gigs and the release of this 12” EP 
on the same weekend elicited the thrill and immediacy of the 
early hardcore days; recorded on the 4th of July and available an 
efficient 3 months later, these 5 new tracks also belie the fact that 
‘over two decades have passed since AOF were a working band. 
The musicianship is as incredible as ever, with Virus X and 
Dorian Taj shining in particular. Some great tracks here: "With A 
Vengeance” could've fit on the "Give Thanks” LP; "Coming Off 
The Rails” has a souped up Really Red feel; the moodier "New 
Normal Catastrophe" recalls "Every Man For Himself." Vocally 
gruffer and lyrically as angry as ever (although "the internet is the 
opiate of the masses" seems a bit disingenuous from a Microsoft 
employee), this is way better than it should have been (*see 
Reside, by Effigies, The). 


GUEST REVIEW by ARVO ZYLO 


Rory Hinchey “Shape is Nature’/The Collection of The Late 
Howell Band “Long Fields” split LP (Ownness) A man coughs 
‘out ashes, sits up in a pile of rubble and decay, covered in dust. 
The sun is still shining, and flowers still bloom, but nobody is 
around. As if he had amnesia, he finds a strangely familiar 
instrument and starts to play it. This is what Rory Hinchey's 
“Shape Is Nature” sounds like: Detached and off-kilter alien folk 
arrangements slowed down and stripped of absolutely everything 
but the essence, the impression of whatever innate instinct is there 
that one has to make music without conventions or pretension. 
Just about every new genre to come since grunge has seemed silly 
and feigned to me; an artificial construct for a time buried in 
smoldering debris. Throughout musical history, minimalist 
composers and rock bands just the same have attempted to strip 
down music or sound to its most intrinsically raw elements, but 
rarely does it have the vigor of something that was made within 
the context of its time out of bare necessity; irrespective of the 
concept of marketing angles or conceptual art; hardly ever has it 
happened within my radar along the last 5-10 years especially. 
Suicide, Einsturzende Neubauten, The Ramones, Sigue Sigue 
Sputnik, Lungfish, Cromagnon, Giusto Pio, Satie, Ligeti, among 
others, seemed to do this in a time where it was imperative. In 
other cases I think that people over-analyzed or missed the point. 
Throughout the side of Hinchey’s split with The Collection of The 
Late Howell Bend (which he plays on and does all of the 
arrangements in addition to this side), you mainly hear slow 
organ, although I'm tempted to say it is a harmonium in there, ora 
“pump-organ” as others have been calling it, augmented by 
carefully nuanced electronics throughout, and guest violin on a 
couple of tracks. Rather than choruses or refrains, one idea 
builds and retracts, weaving through the stereo spectrum; 
Generally, what comes across is a sort of morose, yet vibrant feel, 
not necessarily optimistic or pessimistic. The recording has every 
indication to the vibe of a guy sitting at a pier with a harmonica, 
while also having all of the accoutrements for the soundtrack to a 
sophisticated, heady horror film, At other times, it encapsulates 
all the makings of a person at a fork in the road; the excitement of 
a new possibility, the despair for what is left behind, the fear and 
exhilaration. 

The cover for this split LP has a photograph of a flower covered 
in what looks like a clear, thick gelatinous goo. It makes me 
wonder if there is some kind of Fibonacci reference in there about 
its symmetry. Either way, “Shape Is Nature” seems to come from 
the gut, tremors under the skin. It might have come from the 
artist in 1966 the same way it does now, regardless of outside 
ephemera, but it is without question a piece of work that was 
made for its time. My only qualm is that it wasn't cut at 45RPM 
so that I could slow it down even more if I wanted to, 

Side B, “Long Fields” by The Collection of the Late Howell 
Bend, finds Hinchey rejoined by Allison Corbett, the violinist on 
Side A, arranging works for piano by Irene Moon. For those that 
don't know, Irene Moon is probably best known for her reputation 
as an entomologist obsessed with the nature of insects, who has 
toured extensively doing projected power point presentations 
about the endearing qualities of exotic bugs over layers of 
dissonant, screwed up loops from Ferrante & Teicher records and 
electronic noise. This side is all instrumental, and piano gallops 
along with violin and organ, it makes for a good contrast to the 11 
inch record also on Rory's Ownness label, which sounds like Ruth 
White/Louise Huebner mannerisms with brooding organ stabs 
and dark vocal harmonies. “Long Fields” is also excellent, 
perhaps a rebuilding process to where “Shape Is Nature” leaves it. 
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century (“When You and | Were Young, 
Maggie”) to the ragtime era (“On the Old Front 
Porch” — this early rendition more exactly 
imitates the Billy Murray/Ada Jones 78 from 
1913) to his multiple attempts at comebacks as 
exemplified by the sad tune “Me and the Man on 
the Moon,” which may be YouTubed by 
contemporary listeners for added pathos. In all of 
these recordings his gawky earnestness and 
matronly self-possession come across warmly 
and clearly, cradling the last tattered threads of 
self-sung popular song into the harsh 
environment of the 20th century mainstream 
music industry, where I think it’s safe to say 
they’re now being woven back into the fabric of 
our culture, at least if the increasing interest in 
early music and homemade performance is 
anyindicator. | should add that Tiny Tim was 
also never anything but “himself”; any teenager 
who’s ever listened to some inside voice and 
decided to change their shoes or their hairstyle or 
their voice — and now, any teenager who 
doesn’t do this is actually considered somewhat 
weird — owes something to Tiny Tim for telling 
him or her that “it’s okay.” God bless us all, 
every one. 
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TINY TIM, “LOST AND FOUND” REVIEW 
By Clara Ware (with optional afterword by Chris Ware) 





I love Tiny Tim. He’s my favorite singer. I have all of his songs 
on my radio. When I first heard him I thought he was a girl 
because of his high voice. And when I first saw a picture of him I 
thought he was a girl because of his long hair. But he can sing in 
all kinds of different voices! He’s a girlish boy and he sings in 
boy-girl voices and he sends nice messages. My most favorite 
Tiny Tim song is “My Dreams are Getting Better All the Time,” 
but my new favorite song is “Me and the Man on the Moon,” 
which is on this record. 

Do you know why Tiny Tim played ukulele? It’s because he 
started off playing a guitar but then he researched that he could 
run away faster with a ukulele if somebody was chasing him. He 
also drank tomato sauce and ate pumpkin seeds. (He would not 
probably eat them at a restaurant, though maybe he could just 
order some tomato sauce at a restaurant and at Halloween time 
when he would carve a pumpkin then he could eat the seeds.) If 
he was alive now I would give him a huge hug and I would say 
“T love you!” 


Some of the songs on this record are rockin’ and some are jazz- 
rockin’ and a lot are him playing his ukulele by himself. Some 
songs are old versions of other songs, like with trumpets going in 
different tunes than in the later ones. But “I Ain’t Got No 
Money” — this is the one! Doesn't it sound good? The beginning 
sounds like daytime. The tune is great. It makes me think of a 
broken electric guitar. I like to dance to it. “Maggie May” is kind 
of too slow for me, but it’s still cool, though — he sounds like 
he's trying to be an old man. My favorite song of all is “Me and 
The Man in the Moon.” I like it because it's about how people 
made fun of Tiny Tim, so it's kind of sad and kind of happy. I 
like how it starts the best, because it sounds like soldiers 
marching or that song "Those Were the Days my Friend" by that 
lady. (I like that song, too.) I really think this is the best song on 
the record. 

“On the Old Front Porch” is good but I kind of like the later 
version better because there are more instruments — this one is 
just him playing his ukulele. I think “When You and I Were 
Young, Maggie” is about somebody getting married. It's sad 
because it also sounds like somebody dying. 

If | was going to say something about this record I would say 
“it’s good!” and I would also say “buy it!” 

Thank you! 





My daughter Clara (six years old as of March 4th, 2011) first became 
enamoured of Tiny Tim (born Herbert Khaury 1932-1996) at age three 
while on a car trip to Michigan; I happened to have his renditions of “On 
the Good Ship Lollipop” and “Livin' In The Sunlight, Lovin' In The 
Moonlight” mixed into a CD of time-passing oddities and she kept 
asking me to play those songs over and over — and over. She also asked 
me who was singing and what he looked like and, especially, if we could 
get more songs by this person. For years my friends Walt Holcombe and 
David Greenberger had been telling me that as a ragtime record collector 
I should really look into Tiny Tim — “you’d like him,” they both said 
— but stubbornly, like a record collector, I resisted. I guess it takes ones 
own progeny (and a longing for musical variety on car trips) to really be 
prodded into action, because, well, they were right; after a gradual 
warming to his music and a concomitant slow accretion of his recorded 
oeuvre at the insatiable urging of Clara, I’ve come to the not-unique-at- 
all conclusion that Tiny Tim is one of the most fascinating, if not great, 
musical recording artists of the 20th century. 

Among the first public examples of the “collector” culture that now 
more or less defines American popular music, he grew up in 
Washington Heights, spurned for his strange looks and mixed 
background, losing himself in ragtime recordings of the turn of the 
century and comic books (sob! My brother!), playing ukulele on the 
New York subways and in East Village bars until being “discovered,” 
offered a record contract and rising on the crest of an amazing wave of 
late-1960s weirdness that crashed him into everyone’s prime-time living 
rooms, famously culminating in his marriage on “The Tonight Show” in 
front of tens of millions of eyeballs. But the tide receded quickly, and by 
the early 1970s he was left broke and divorced, playing ever-smaller 
venues and circus side-shows into the ‘80s and ‘90s — yet remaining 
every bit as awkwardly dignified and optimistic as he ever was, right up 
until the end when he collapsed back stage shortly after singing “Tiptoe 
Through the Tulips” for one last time. 

I have to thank Clara for taking the time to listen and hear what I’d been 
missing. We’ve since as much of Tiny Tim’s available output as we 
could, and she’s gotten some of her friends interested, as well (young 
girls really like this guy!) memorizing probably three-quarters of the 
recordings: well-known songs, completely obscure songs, great songs 
and truly awful songs. This new album collects records previously 
available only to die-hard paleontologists (we'd previously heard most 
of them on a bootleg CD via the efforts of kind collector Ernie Clark) 
though the recordings here have been well cleaned and very well 
curated, spanning Tiny Tim’s interest in popular tunes from the 19th 
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8.Two types of identification are required. One must contain a photograph 
of the addressee(s). Social Security cards, credit cards, and birth 
certificates are unacceptable as identif cation. The agent must write in 
identifying information. Subject to verification. i 
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~ ONLIWEAR ART STAR DENIM 14 on KIND JACKETS & INDIE GRAPHIC NOVELS AT 
THE ELEPHANT ROOM IN CHICAGO 704 s. Wabash ave. 708-369-4742 





EXPRESS YOUR 
INNER ART STAR! 

Visit ONLI STUDIOS 

at www.onlistudios.com 

or the East Bank Artists’ 
Building at 35th & South 
Racine on 3rd Fridays 

6pm to 10pm 773-726-1610 





A) ROMANTIC GESTURE 





















ONE TIME, YEARS AFTER 
THE HEIGHT OF THEIR 
POPULARITY, THE ROMANTICS 


MY BANDS Hap PLAYED 
MANY DRUNKEN Covers oF 
"WHAT I LIKE ABouT you," 
So I THOUGHT I sHoULD 
GO SEE THEM... 







I STooD RIGHT AT THE 


FooT OF THE STAGE ond 
WATCHED... 
















THEIR GUITARIST USED 
METAL FINGER - PICKS, amd 
at ONE POINT ONE oF THEM 
POPPED oF F am& LANDED 

RIGHT IN FRONT OF ME... 










BuT HE JUST KEPT PLAYING 


HE LookED at ME, BuT 
COULDN'T UNDERSTAND 
WHAT I WAS SAYING... 





Another TRue stoRy 
BRawn 4/6/11 —John Porcellino 
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ANDIM A JANE. 
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